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INTRODUCTORY VERSES 

f 

TO 

Author of <« Winter Emungs,** <<GreGiaa uid Jtag}aA StoriM," &e. 



NAY ! do npt haU vepvoachfiiUj exckim, 

« How foolish I^Vr-Ppctfi are Q0t dfttai .wise. . ; 
If it be foQliahnete to We a nitme 

Endear'd by one of aature's strongest tiM> 
And much that memory's sweetest fower suppli^^ 

I own myself no sage ; for» unto .me* s 

Thy own is one which wiU not bear diifpiise 

Of dash -~- or 'stars * * * such as we often aee ; 
No, let it stand at length, from all concealment free. 
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iv 
Besides, this is not callM a dedication j 

A thing, I own of ominous extent, 
And bringing); with it fj^arful -eiqpectation 

Of all that fulsome flattery can invent: 
Nor is it here i^8cribM with thy consent ; 

So thou art unimpeachM. On me alone 
Rest all the blame of this pdmr m<M»iiiient, 

(Which I will never shrink from, nor disown,) 
Built by a Brother's love, to hours for ever flown. 



Years have elaps'd, Maria> since we met; 

More may revolve bdbre W0 meet agabi $ 
The paat^ so Duf-from teaching lo- forget, 

Has added but ft«8h li&ks ifntd that cKain 
Which bongs no bondage mdi inrfficts no pain ; 

An^ \{ tho' ftttfiiK! be but Hke ^e paM> 
Bring what it <m«y of oljier loss, or gdn. 

Of skies wMh gnnshine Iknght, or o^vtffcast^; « 
I have ]Lo:chMling fear that life can lov&ontlast.. 
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With lis it should not; for to either^s view, 

In memory's busy musings, there should be 
Objects and scenes that wear the self *same hue. 

Awakening thoughts which have one master-key 
To explain their charm* Is it not thus with thee. 

When aught resembling things of former years 
Attracts thy gaze ? be it landscape, house, or tree. 

Or ivy-mantled church-tower, which uproars 
Its TeneraUe walls, and to the sight appears—- 



Like a familiar object? But, no more: 

In truth I dare not trust myself to dwell 
On all that recollection could restore; 

Or thou might'st tire, ere I one half could tell : 
And that would cruelly dissolve the spell; 

Then let it go ! I fain would now compare. 
But not as rivals do, how ill or well. 

Such leisure moments as we both could spare 

Have been employed by each, and what the fruits they 

bear. 

A 2 
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Mine have been spent in seeking to portray 

Feelings and thoughts, which o^er my spirits shed 
The doubtfnl splendour of an April day. 

Alike by showers, and sweetest sunshine fed :-<~ 
Pensive communion holding with the dead ; 

Or bodying forth, in simple poesy. 
Beautiful scenes, and thoughts which such have 
bred :-— 

These, the best fruits of leisure's blighted tree. 
Though little they can boast, I now present to thee. 



Thou hast, meanwhile^ (by thy experience taught 

That which thou only couldst have gathered thence. 
Of winning modes to guide the expanding thought. 

And knowledge with amusement to dispense) 
With noun and adjective, with verb and tense. 

With History's page, or Travellers' vast supplies* 
Been busily employ'd; and brought from hence 

A hoard which parents and their children prize 
Alike with gratitude. Thy choice has been most wise. 
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It is no unsubstantial good to dwell 

In childhood's heart, on childhood's guileless tongue; 
To be the chosen, favourite oracle. 

Consulted by the innocent and young: 
To be remember'd as the light that flung 

Its first fresh lustre on the unwrinkled brow ; 
And there are hearts may cleave, as mine has clung. 

To hours which I enjoy'd, yet knew not how. 
To whom thou shalt be, then, what Day* to me is now f 



A being lov'd and honoured fw the sake 

Of past enjoyment; aye! and still possessing 
When thoughts of happy infancy awake^ 

A charm beyond the power of words expressing. 
Yes, I am not asbam'd of thus confessing 

The debt my early childhood seems to owe ; 
And if I had the power to invoke a blessing 

On ihem who first excited rapture's glow, 
'Twould fall on Barbauld, Berquin, Bunyan, Day, Defoe ! 

* Thomas Day, the author of «* Sandford and Merton." 
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Their works were dear to me, before I knew. 

Or car'd to know, if the j were own'd bj Fame ; 
And after all that life has led me through. 

Of pain and pleasure, they are still the same. 
Whene'er I meet them, they appear to claim 

Familiar greeting not to be denied : 
Nor should it; for so complex is the frane 

On which the mind's whole store is edified, 
Twere hard for me to tell what they have not supplied. 



But to return to thee, although it may 

Be only to take leave* It mast be so. 
I scarcely dar'd, at no far distant day. 

To think that ever verse of mine might show 
The ardent love I bear thee $ and although 

Surprise at first forgiveness may impede, 
I trust that feelings, cherish'd long ago 

By both, will glow afresh when thou shalt read 
Affection's fond farewell \ and for my pardon plead. 

l^h Mq* 31sf, 1819. 
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PREFACE 



THE SECOND EDITION. 



THE author cS the following pieces feels the 
natarad satisflictian of an author in having so spee- 
dily occasi<m to introduce them afresh to the pub- 
lic; and he is inclined to avail himself of this occa- 
A(m to offer^ very.shortljy a remark or two, chiefly 
suggested by the yarious critical notices of which his 
first edition has been the oiy ect. 

For the kind manner in which he has been treat- 
ed hf all tlie literary journals that have honoured 
his un^retfflidiAg volume by making it the subject 
of their obsem^tions, he is thankful. This be may 
sordy say without incurring the imputation of ser- 
vility f but to do justice to his own feelings and to 
convey a proper idea of the satisfaction which he 
experiences, he must be permitted to say s(mietliing 



Tb0 c^riter is well awace that the power of ab- 
^dte talent displayed in tins volume, cannot bear 
comparison with those examples of high poetical 
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geniiiSy Nvhicli are afforded in the works of several 
of the popular poets of the present day. He had 
never imposed upon himself by believing, that he 
could enter into competition with these in point of 
ability; but he did think, nevertheless, that it was 
possible his humble productions might be usefully 
and not unfitly permitted to take their chance for 
public favour. 

They have found this in a degree beyond his an- 
ticipation; and their success^ without altering- his 
original estimation of his own talent as a poet^ has 
given him pride as an author beyond what he could 
have experienced in the assurance of owing that 
sttccess to genius of thet first ord^. The indulgence 
with which these pieces have beenr received proves 
to him, that the most poignant ttrnptaiima^ and 
brilliant seductions^ addressed to ibe' public taste 
and moral sentinieiit, have not yet extinguished^ i in 
the public breast, a genuine attadmiNit lo the sober 
and simple exercise of the gentler tacuMes at tiie 
muse; and that» even under the disadvaiiliage of 
inferior power, leaders willingly welcome those ia/s 
flmt appeal only to the pure, and qu^ and con- 
scientious fe^ings of the ha^rt 

He does not scruple to confess, that his delight 
in this conviction is inopea^d by whatis personal 
to himself in the testimoiiy ju«t' tnfenliQned; but be 
can miost siiicei*ely deeloi^e, that the pleasore^f find- 
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PREFACE. Xt 

ing his compositions generally praised for the ab- 
sence of all deleterious moral quality, and their 
tendency to strengthen impressions favourable to 
?irttte and to religion, has far outwe^hed other con- 
siderations in his mind. 

The author's religious persuasion having been 
very commonly alluded to by his critics, he can 
scarcely avoid referring to this point. That he has 
not been thought, either to discredit the principles, 
OT dishonour the intellect, of those with whom it is 
his glory to agree on the most important of all hu- 
man concerns, cannot but be highly gratifying to 
him. On the other hand, the liberality with which 
individuals of different views and habits have con- 
nected what is of laudable purpose and saliftsiry ten- 
dency in this volume* with the tenets and practice of 
the society of Friends, ought to be, and no doubt 
will be, duly appreciated by that body of Christians. 
That the writer should have been instrumental in 
procuring thiis puUtc and affectionate testimony to 
the honour of a cause which he identifies with truth 
itself, is a circumstance on which his mind will evfcr 
delight to dwell. May he not appeal to it in favour 
of an art which has been not only his amusement, 
bat his consolation; — ^in the pursuit of which his 
thoughts have busied themselves with the loftiest 
and purest objects of contemplation; — an art the 
noblest exercise of which is to be found in the best 
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of all books^ conveying the most heart-touching 
strains of inspired piety? 

** And know ye foes to song! (well-meaning men. 
Though quite forgotten half your Bible's praise*) 
Important truths, in spite of verse, may please/' 

Youxrfi. 

The name of the author from whom these lines 
are quoted, adds fosce to his argument. But one 
is unwilling to think that much argument can now 
be necessary to vindicate poetry from suspicicm or 
jealousy^ as the necessary ally of kvify or liceatious- 
ness. The exanq>le of the auth<M* of the following 
poems is an instance to .which it will doubtless be 
ccmsidered pardonal^Ie here to refer^ that the poet 
who brings to his task a sensibility to what is wor- 
thy and of good i^qport^ and a conscientious deter- 
mination to address himsdlf to m^ ^oetings but those 
that are in harmony with our duty to God and our 
ne%hbottr, brings to it qualifications so suitaUe to 
the art itedff tiuit th^ npy serve to sustain Mm in 
^m uttgmfftp tu wUch his .powers of mind, withoot 
such aid, would protadily have been found inade- 
quate, 

• The poetical parts of the Bible. 
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VERSES, 

SUPPOSSD TO BE WBITTXIT IK 

A BURIAL-GROUND BELONGING TO THE SOCIETY OF 
FRIENDS. 



WHAT though no sculptur'd monuments around, 

With epitaphs engraven, meet me here; 
Yet conscious feeling owns, with awe profound. 

The habitation of the dead is near: 
With reverend feeling, not with childish fear, 

I tread tiie ground which they, when living, trod: 
Pondering this truth, to Christians justly dear. 

Whose influence lends an interest to the sod 
That covers their remains >— The dead still live to God ! 

Is it not written in the haliowM page 

Of Revelation, God remains to be 
The Lord of all, in every clime anct age. 

Who fear'd and serv'd him living ? Did not He, 
Who for our sins expir'd upon the tree. 

Style him of Abram, Isaac, Jacob, — ^Lord ! 

Because they lived to Him? Then why should we, 

^ (As if we could no fitter meed afford,) 

Raise them m^emorials Aere?-^Their dust shall be restored. 

B 2 
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Could we conceive I)eath was indeed ^e close 

Of our existence, Mature might demand 
That, where the reliqueft of ^ur friends repose» 

Some record to their memory should stand. 
To keep them unforgotten in the land : — 

Then, then indeed, urn, tomb, or marble busi^ 
By sculptor's art elaborately plann'd. 

Would seem a debt due to their mouldering dust, 
Though time would soon efface the perishable trust. 

But, hoping, and believipg; yea, through Faith, 

Knowing, because His word has told u$ so. 
That Christ, our Captain, triumphed over deatiii. 
And is the first fruits of the dead below ;— 
, That he has trod for man this path of wo. 

Dying — to rise again !— we would not grace 
Death's transitory spell witiii trojAied show ; 
As if that " shadowy vale,'* supplied no trace 
To prove the grave is not our final dwelling-place. 

The p<)et's page, indeed, would fain supply 

A specious reason for the sculptor's art; 
Telling of " holy tea:tsthat teach to die .•" 

But much I doubt they seldom reach the heart 
Of church-yard rovers. How should truths impart 

Instruction, when engraven upon stone. 
If unconfags'd before? The Christian's chart 

Records the answer unto Dives known, 
Who, for his brethren's sake, pleaded in suppliant tone. 
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"If Moses and the Prephets speak unheard. 

Neither would they believe if spoke the dead/' 
Then how should those, by whom unmovM the word 

Of greater &r than such, has oft been read, 
Bj random texts, thus '* strewn around," be led 

Aright to lire, or die ? And how much less 
Can false and foolish tributes, idly spread, 

In mockery of truth and tenderness. 
Awaken solemn thoughts, or holy themes impress t* 

And, therefore, would I never wish to see 

Tombstone, or epitaph obtruded here. 
All has been done, required by decency. 

When theunprison'd spirit sought its sphere: 
The lifeless body, stretch'd upon the bier 

With due solemnity, was laid in earth ; 
And Friendship's parting sigh, Affection's tear, 

Claim'd by pure love, and deeply cherish'd worth. 
Might rise or fall unchecked, as sorrow gave them birth. 

There wanted not the pall, or nodding plume. 

The white-rob'd priest, the stated form of prayer; 
There needed not the livery'd garb of gloom. 

That grief^ or carelessness alike might wear; 
'Twas felt that such things '< had no business there." 

Instead of these, a silent pause, to tell 
What language could not; or, unconnM by care 

Of rhetoric's rules, from faltering lips there fell 
Some truths to mourners dear, in memory long to dwell. 
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Then came the painfiil close-HlelajM as long 

As well might be for silent sorrow's sake ; 
HaUow'd by loYe» which never seems so strong. 

As when its dearest ties are doom'd to break. 
One farewell glance there yet remained to take : 

Scarce could the tearful eye fulfil its trust. 
When, leaning o'er the grave, with thoughts awake 

To joys departed, the heartfelt it must ^ 

Assent unto the truth which tells us — we are dust! 

The scene is past ! — ^and what of added good 

The dead to honour, or to soothe the living. 
Could then have mingled with the spirit's mood. 

From all the empty show of man's contriving? 
What worthier of memory's cherish'd hiving 

With miser care? In hours of such distress 
Deep, deep into itself the heart is diving ; 

Aye! into depths, which reason must confess. 
At least mine owns them so, awful and fathomless ! 

Oh ! 'tis not in the bitterness of grief 

Bereavement brings vnth it, the anguish'd mind 
Can find in funeral mummeries i^elief. 

What matters, to the mourner left behind. 
The outward " pomp of circumstance," assign^ 

To such a sacrifice? What monument 
Is wanted, where affection has enshrin'd 

The memory of the dead ? Grief must have spent 
Itselfy blifore one thought to such poor themes is lent. 
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And, when it hath so spent itself^ does it 

Need other pile than what itself can build ? 
O no ! — ^it has an epitaph unwrit. 

Yet graven deeper far than the most sl^ilPd 
Of artists' tool can reach 5— the full heart thrill'd. 

While that inscription was recording there; 
And, till his earthly course shall be fulfilPd» 

That tablet, indestructible, must bear 
The mourner's wo, in lin^ Death can alone outwear. 

Then, be our burial-grounds, as should become 

A simple, but a not unfeeling race : 
Let them appear, to outward semblance^ dumb* 

As best befits the quiet dwelUng-place 
Appointed for the prisoners of Grace, 

Who wait the promise by the gospel |^ven/-^ 
When the last trump shall sound,*^the trembling base 

Of tombs, of temples, pyramids be riven. 
And idl the 4ead arise before the hosts of Heaven ! 

Oh ! in that awful hour, of what avail 

Unto the *' spiritual body," will be found 
The costliest canopy, or proudest tale 

Recorded on it P— rwhat avail the bound 
Of holy, or unconsecrated ground ? 

As freely will the unencumber'd sod 
Be cleft asunder at that trumpet's sound. 

As Royalty's magnificent abode : 
As pure its inmate rise, and stand before his Goo. 
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Hien Thou, lamented and beloved Friend ! 

Not friend alone, but more than such to me ; 
Whose blameless life, and peaceful, hopeful end. 

Endear, alike, thy cherish'd memory; 
Thine will a joyful resurrection be ! 

Thy works, before-hand, unto judgment gone. 
The second death shall have no power o'er thee : 

On thee, redeemed by his beloved Son, 
Thy Father then shall suttle, and greet thee with 
" Well done !" 

Could I but hope a lot so blest as thine 
Awaited me, no happier would I crave : 
That hope should then forbid me to repine 

That Heaven so soon resum'd the gift it gave ; 
Umi hope should teach me every ill to brave ;«- 

Should whisper, 'mid the tempest's loudest tone. 
Thy spirit walk'd with me life's stormiest wave : 
And lead me, when Time's fleeting span was flow0. 
Calmly to share thy couch, which needs no graven stone. 

9th Mf. lAth,lQ19. 
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VALLEY OF FERN. 



PABT I. 

There is a lone valley, few charms can it number, 

Compar'd with the lovely glens north of the Tweed ; 
No mountains enclose ft where morning mists slumber. 

And it never has echoed the shepherd's soft reed* 
No streamlet of crystal, its rocky banks laving. 

Flows through it, delighting ihe ear and the eye ; 
On its sides no proud forests, their foliage waving. 

Meet the gales of the Autumn or Summer wind's sigh. 
Yet by me it is prized, and full dearly I love it. 

And oft my steps thither I pensively turn ; 
It has silence within. Heaven's proud arch above it. 

And my fancy has nam'd it the Valley of Fern. 
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deep the repose which its calm recess giveth ! 

Ai|d no music can equal its silence to me ; 
When broken, 'tis only to prove something liveth. 

By the note of the sky-lark, or hum of the bee* 
On its sides the green fern to the breeze gently bending. 

With a few stunted trees, meet the wandering eye ; 
Or the furze and the broom their bright blossoms ex- 
tending, 

With the braken's soft verdure delightfully vie ;— 
These are all it can boast; yet, when Fancy is dreaming, 

Her visions, which Poets can only discern. 
Come crowding around, in unearthly light beaming. 

And invest with bright beauty the Valley of Fern. 



Sweet Valley ! in seasons of grief and dejection, 

I have sought in thy bosom a shelter from care ; 
And have found in my musings a bond of connexion 

With thy landscape so peaceful, and all that was there: 
In the verdure that soothed, in the flowers that bright- 
' en'd. 

In the blackbird's soft note, in the hum of the bee, 
I found something that lulPd, and insensibly lightened. 

And felt grateful and tranquil while gazing on thee. 
Yes! moments there are, when mute nature is willing 

To teach, would proud man but be humiUe and learn ; 
When her sights and her sounds on the heart-strings are 
thrilling: 

And this I have felt in the Valley of Fern. 
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For All d)ii|^ idm^ ixTb^ag, ^aii|^ widdjr e^BtendoNi, 

im mlnck fitinAeiilr andi^piiQe are eneliaiiliiiglj Ulendbd/ 

Of which GOD is the Centre, the Light, and Ae Soul ! 
. Aflu) 'buftjr tfie jiqpe i9i» and «weet tiie 8eB«ation« 

Which^diisjfiaeiiiigjof union in solitude brings; 
:it|^ea sUensen r<nce-'*''«Andioicalm coiitem{dtttioii» 

Unatais Abe fHim fcnzutain .whence happiness ^rings. 
IBhen N«tu£e»nuMtlor'd in her loneliest recesaes. 

Unveils her &ir featuoes, and softens her stem; 
And spreads, like that Being who bounteously blesses, 

For her irotarjr a feast in the YaiUe j of Fern. 



And at times in its confines companionless straying. 

Pure thoughts bom in stillness have pass'd through 
my mind ; 
And the spirit within, jtheir West impulse obeying, , 

Has soar'd from this world on the wings of Ihe wind:-^ 
The pure sky above, and the still scene around me. 

To the eye which surveyM them, no clear image brought; 
But my soul seemM entranced in the vision which 
bound me. 

As by ma^cal spell, to the beings of thought ! 
And to HiBf, their dread Author ! the Fountain of Feeling! 

I have bowM, while my heart seem'd within me to bum; 
And my spirit contrited, for mercy appealing, 

Has call'd on his name in the Valley of Fem. 
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Farewell^ lovely Valley ! when Ear&'s silent bosom 
' Shall hold him who lores thee, thy beauties may live : 
And thy turPs em^aid tint^ imd tiiy broom's yellow 
blossom, ' . 

Unto loiterers like him soothing pleasure maygivie* 
As brightly may morning, thy graces investing 

With li^t, and wilh life, wake thy inmates from sleep; 
And as softly the moon, in still loveliness resting. 

To gaze on the charms, thy lone landscape may steep. 
Then, should friend of the bard, who hath paid with his 
praises . ^ 

^he pleasure thou'st yielded* e'er seek thy sojourn, 
Should one tear for his sake fill the eye while it gazes. 

It may fall unreprov'd in the Valley of Fern. 

i8ir. 
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THB 



VALLEY OF FERN. 



PABT II. 

Thou art chang'd, lovely spot! and no more thou 
displayest 

To the eye of thy votary, that negligent grace. 
Which, in^mdioeiils the *addea<^11ieienderest,the gayest, 

Allur'd hiin so.;oft thy receftMS to ^no^. j 
The hand'ofliUe'fi^lfir'haa £b,HA( vpdn th(»e, : 

Afid knarr^thfiiwild'b^bauties^iiiat deckM theb before; 
And :tfale charms^] whioh' a ptiet's waim pvailnes had won 
r.thee,;. 'i.' ':>.-■.. 

Exist hut in memory, and bless thee no more. 
Thy gre^i, palmy fern, which the softest and mildest 

Of Siimtaer^« lig^l breez<Qs could ruffle,-^]s fled;. 
And the brightiUossoinM ling, which spread o'er&ee 

her Wildest ' . • ' ^ : . 

And wantoneat httea,<«-4a uprooted and dead* 
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Yet now, eren now, that thou neither belongestt 

Or seem'st to belong, unto Nature or Art; 
The love I still bear thee is deepest and strongest. 

And thy fate but endearath^e the more to my heairt 
Thou art passing away, like some beautiful vision. 

From things which now are, unto those that have been I 
And wilt rise t« ray sfght, fike a laiidSGiape elysian» 

With thy blossoms more bright, and thy verdure 
more green. 
Thou wilt dwell in remembrance, among those recesses 

Which fancy still haunts; though they were, and 
are not$ . 

Whose loveliness lives, and whose beauty still blesses* 

Which, thou(^ ceasing to be, can be never foi^t. 



WelQ90E«^iBfrvBMeiB(lhj)»iMunta(te . . 

However enchantiag; Halieaasty iiist^ mtwei '. ... 
Is doomM. to d]S8idve,Uke«0Hie bright exUifiitibn* ' ■ . ^ 

miaA daxEles, aiid fiidoEi in tke morning's fiist betm. 
The f^XHOXk -ei dark forests, the grandeur, cf mouistaf ns,- 

The verdure of meads, and the beauty of Qtmets} 
The seclusion of valleys, the fresfanest rffoantains* 

The sequesterM delights of tibie krveliesibpwsanB.: 
Nay, more tijum all these, thai ^ icif^toitM oeeaav 

WMcb seenB as it was on the day of its birfli,. 
Must meet the last hour of convulsive tomncrtiGtt) 

Which sodnear op later, wii) 4iaep^ter #afrtfa« 
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Yet, ftrkntiwkdgtng ibis> it may be tkat the feelinipi 

Which tiie»e hate awakened, the glimpses they've 
giv«ei, 
Combin'd with those inward and holy revealings 

That illumine the soul with the brightness of heaven. 
May still be immortal, and destined to lead us. 

Hereafter, to that which shall not pass away; 
To the loftier destiny God hath decreed us. 

The glorious dawn of an unending day. 
And thus, like the steps of ihe ladder ase^ided 

By angels, (beheld with the patriarch's eye,) 
With the perishing beauties of earth may be blended 

Sensations too pure, and too holy to die^ 



Nor would Infinite Wisdon have plannM and perfected. 

With such grandeur and majesty, beauty and grace. 
The world we inhabit, and thus have connected 

The heart's better feelings with nature's fair face. 
If the touching emotions, thus deeply excited, ' 

Towards Him who made all things, left nothing 
behind. 
Which, enduring beyond all that sense has delighted. 

Becomes intellectual, immortal, as mind ! 
But they do ; and the h^art that most fondly has cherishM 

Such feelings, nor suffer'd their ardour to chill. 
Will find, when the forms which inspir'd them have 
perish'd. 

Their spirit and essence remain with it still. 
c 2 
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Thus thinking, t would not recaU the brief Tmminsi' 

Of praise, lovely valley ! devoted to thee ; 
Well has it been won by the moments of pleasure 

» Afforded to some, justly valued by me. 
May their thoughts and mine, of^ silently ponder 

Over every lov'd spot that our feet may have trod; 
And teach us, while through nature's beauties we wander^ 

All space is itself but the temple of God ! 
That so, when our spirits shall pass through the portal 

Of Death, we may find, in a state more sublime. 
Immortality owns what could never be mortal t 

And Eternity hallows some visions of Time I 

1819. 
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STANZAS, 



OK TSS SXJLTB OF £tXUT. P-—— -, Of THB B. A. 



There is a sacred tribute claim'd 
By Nature's parting hour for alL; 

By Fame applauded^ or unnam'd * 
There are who live to mourn their fall. 

Whatever their rank, or sex, or age. 
There are to whom Ihey once were dear ; 

And when they quit this busy stage. 
They claiip their tributary tear. 

Death has his victims too, appealing. 

To hearts whom kindred does not bind ; 
Save that pure tie of finer feeling. 

Which links congenial mind to mind* 

When each proud promise Nature gave 
Of form, of face, of mind, of all. 

Has perish'd in the untimely grave. 
Who but must mourrf such victim's fall? 
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Lamented Toufh ! to memory's eye 
Thy form now rises on the view ; 

E'en as it was in hours gone by. 
In fairest tints of health's bright hue* 

That pallid cheek is kindling still 
Witii youthful hope's delightful red; 

That eye's bright glance, now cold and chill. 
Still seems its sparkling beams to shed* 

Vain, Memory! vain thy partial spell: 
Thou canst not to the eye repair 

The painful void; but thou mayest dwell 
Within our hearts, and lighten there. 

In his who feels a Father's wo. 

Soothe Sorrow's deepest, keenest thrill ; ^ 
And make hun,.like old Qrmond,*^ know 

That e'en the dead are lovely stilL 

AndtHi! in her's, whose patient zeal. 
In the long lingering hours of pain. 

Oft made the sinking sufferer feel 
The force of Nature's severing chain ; 



^ The earl of Orroond, when condoled with on the death of 
his son, Lord Ossory, nobly replied, that he would not eiLchange 
hU dead son for any living one in Christendom. It was a fine 
hurst of feeling, equally honourable to parent and child^ 
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Around the past that chasten'd charm. 

Which gives, to joys for ever fled. 
Bliss yet more touching, pure, and calm« 

As, when the silent Qneen of Night, 
By silvery clouds surrminded, beams. 

She does not vanish from our sight. 
But to the eye still lovelier seems; 



So round the dead, doer memory fling 
A Halo, which endears them more; 

And cherish'd feelinga^&ndly cling 
To tHiat seems lovelier than before. 
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SAMUEL WHITBBBAD, ESa ,, 



Whil£ the tempest-tost mariner can but discern,. 

His guide and his guardian, the pole-star on high ; 
Begardless of winds aipd of waves, he may turn 

To that bright-rolling orb with a hope-beaming eye* 

And thus, amid Europe's convulsiye commotion. 
We too bad our planet, and brilliant its blaze; 

It shone o'er its own native isle of the ocean. 
In the proud, peerless splendour of primitive days. 

Oh, bright was the course of ihat star in our sky ! 

Undimm'd by the clouds through which calmly it 
passM ; 
And proud was the orbit it roU'd in on high. 

And holy the radiance which round it it cast 
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The oppress'd and the injurM rejoic'd in its rays; 

The minions of power marked its progress with dread; 
The patriot pursued it with prayer and with praise ; 

And lovely and loved was the lustre it shed. 

And though it hath suddenly sunk from our sights 
And those who long watch'd it must mourn for its fall ;' 

Tet remembrance shall cling to its dawn with delight^ 
And its noontide effulgence shall often recall. 

grant that the dark cloud which veil'd its decline^ 
In the bright beams of mercy may vanish away | 

And the star we:have lov'd, through Eternity shine 
In glory immortal, which dreads no decay ! 
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Tbov 'didst mt sink by alow dectj, 
lAke 809ne who live the longest.; 
But every tie was vsendi'd ftway, 
^ Just when those ties were strongest. 

A lot like thine may justly make 
The sanguine doubt to-morrow: 

And, in the hearts of others, wake 
Alternate fear and sorrow* 

Well may we fear; for who can think 

On thee, so lately living. 
Loving and lov'd, and yet not shrink 

With somewhat of misgiving ? 

Well may we mourn; for cold indeed* 
As thou, since death has found thee. 

Must be the heart that does notl>leed 
For thee, and those around thee. 
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A Daughter^ Mother, Sister, Wife! 

At noon» Life smil'd before thee: 
The night brought nature's mortal strife. 

The day— •Deathfs conquest o'er thee. 

How much was done in hours so few ! 

Hopes wither'dj hearts divided: 
Joys, griefs, loves, fears, and feelings too> 

Stern Death at once decided* 

With Thee 'tis over ! There are some. 
Who, in^mute consternation. 

Fearfully shrink from hours to come 
Of heartfelt desolation. 

While the dark tempest's terrors last, 

We guess at evils round us ; 
The clouds disperse, we stand aghast; 

Its ravages confound us. 

The thunder's roar, the lightning's gleam 

Might seem a insion only; 
But when we know we do not dreamy 

The stillness ! oh, how lonely ! 

One hope in such an hour is left. 
And may this hour reveal it; 

He, who hath thus of bliss bereft 
The heart, has power to heal it. 

D 
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Our dearest hopes He would not crush. 
And pass unheeding by ihetti ; 

Nor bid our eyes wil^ sorrows gnA^ 
Unless his Love could dry tfiem. 

A bruised reed He will not break: 
But hearts that bow before Him, 

Shall own his Mercy while tfiey ache. 
And gratefully adore Him ! 
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Mary ! I wake not now for thee 
My simple lyre's ntde melody. 

As once I touch'd its strings. 
With joyful hand ; for then I thought 
That many years, with rapture jfraught. 
Might yet be thine, which should have brought 

Fresh pleasure on their wings. 

But He, who gave thee vital breath. 
Sovereign supreme ot life and death ! 

Hath visited thy frame 
With sickness, which forbodeslfay end ; 
And heaven-ward now thy prospects tend. 
And soon thy spirit must ascend 

To Grod ! from whence it came. 

Well, He is good! and surely thou 
Mayst well in resignation bow, 

And gratefully confess. 
That this, h^s awful, wise decree, 
Though hard to us, is kind to thee ; 
Since Death's dark portals will but be 

The gate of happiness. 
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Then start uot at its transient gloom ; 
Let Faith and Hope beyond the tomb 

Their eagle glances fling : 
Angels unseen are hovering nigh, 
And seraph hosts exulting cry, 
" Grave ! where is thy victory ? 

" O Death ! where is thy sting?" 

For soon before Jehovah's throne, 
Thy soul redeeming love shall own, 

^ And join the sacred choir. 
Who to the Lamb their anthems raise. 
And tune their harps to: deathless lays 
Of humble, grateful, holy praise ; 
While list'ning saints admire. 

And oh ! ,may I, who Ifeebly wake 
My lyre's last murmurs for thy sake. 

With joy that lyre resign ; 
Then call a loftier harp my own, , . 
Whose chords are strung to j&od alone, 
And wake its most exalted tone* 

In unison with thine i 

The amiable girl to whom the preceding verses were addrcss- 
ed,as now no more : — but the merooi^^ somaf delightful hours 
spent in her society raises me desirous of ]»^8ervin|^ thb last 
tribute to her worth* 
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When is the aspect which Nature wears 

The loveliest and dearest ? Say is it in Spring ? 
When its blossoins the apple-tree beauteously bears, 

And birds on each spray are beginning to sing ? 
Or is it in Summer^s fervid pride ? , 

When the foliage is shady oii every side. 
And tempts us at noon in the green wood to bide. 
And list to the wild bird's warbling P 

Lovely i» Nature in seasons like ifcete ; 

But kyreli^ when- AatsiBH^ tints are spread 
Od the landscape rohind ^ ilad ti^ie wind^-swept trees 

Their leafy hunoors relnetautly Aed : 
When the bright 8^4 sheds i| watery beam 
On the changing UaVes and the glistening stream ; 
Like, smiles on a sorrowing^ dieek, that glemn 

When its woes and cares for a moment are fled. '' 
D 2 
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And such is the prospect which now is greeting 

My glance, as I tread this favourite walk ; 
As the frolicsome sunbeams are over it fleeting. 

And each flowret nods on its rustling stalk : 
And the bosom of Deben is darkening and lightening, 
When clouds the crests of its waves are whitening. 
Or bursts of sunshine its billows are brightening. 
While the winds kftep up their stonny talk. 



Of the brightness and beauty of Summer and Spring 
There is little left, but the rose^that blow 

By this friendly wall. To its covert they cling. 
And eagerly smile in each sunbeam's glow ; 

But when the warm beam is a moment withdrawn,. . 

And the loud whistling bi:eeze sweeps over the lawn. 

Their beauteous blossoms, so fair and forlorn, . 

Seem t^ shrink from the wind which ruffles them' so^ 



Poor wind-tost tremU€»*a ! some sumtfas gone by» f' 
You wei^.fann'd by breoZeagentlec than these.;! t . 

When jwk stretched.out yottrleavesta a summer: dcy. 
And open'd your bud8j]b»t;Aelittm of be^s'i >{ ., 

But soon will the wint^b« pas^ and jo^ : ;?. .. j i 

When his winds are gone toithe nortii, sh^l renew . 

Your graceful apparel of glossy hue. 
And wave your blossoms in Summer's bni^». 
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It is this which gives Autumn its magic charm 
Of pensive delight to the thoughtful mind ; 

Its shadowy splendours excite no alarm« 
Though we know that Winter lingers behind : 

We rejoice that Spring will again restore 

Every grace that enchanted the eye before ; 

And we feel that when Nature's first bloom is o'er. 
Her dearest and loveliest aspect we find. 

The autumnal blasts, which whirl while we listen ; 

The wan, sear leaf, life a floating toy ; 
The bright roundfdrops of dew, which glisten 

On the grass at mom ; and the sunshine coy. 
Which comes and goes like H smile when woo'd ; 
The auburn meads, and the foamy flood. 
Bach sight and sound, in a musing mood, 

Give birth to sensationa superior to joy* 



d by Google 



28 
VERSES 

WRITTEN IW A BJuiSK. 1EA¥ OF 



*< Fond dreamer I meditate thine idle songi 

But let tkiBe idle song remain unknown^'' 
O guard its beantm firom the vulgar throng, 

Unveil its eharmsto fnend^p's eye alone. 
To thee shall friendships paHial prnse aitone '^■ 

For all the incense of the world beside; 
'Unthinking mirth may slight thy pensive tone. 

Folly may scorn, or ignorance deride : 
The lay so idly sung, let prudence teach to hide. 

Sweet Minstrel ! couldst thou think a song like thine^ 

With grace replete, with harmony inspired. 
Thy timid modesty could e'er confine 

Within those limi^ whicih thy fears desir'd ? 
Ah no ! by all approv'd, by all admirM, 

Its charms shall captivate each listening ear ; 
Thy " Psyche," by the hand of taste attirM, 

To virtue, grace, and delicacy dear. 
Shall consecrate thy name for many a future year. 
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Oh ! had indulgent Heaven but sparM thy lyre. 

Which first it strung and tunM to melody, 
How many a heart had felt increasing fire. 

Dwelling enraptured on its minstrelsy : 
How many an ear had drunk its harmony. 

And listened to its strains with sweet delight ; 
But He, whose righteous will is sovereignty. 

Hath bid thy sun of glory set in night, 
And, though we mourn thy loss, we own his sentence 
right. 

Ytt, plaintive Songstress \ on thy gentle lay 

Fancy with pensire tenderness shall dwell ; 
Memory shall snatch from Time thy transient day. 

And soft regret each feeling breast shall swell. 
But, why regret ? Let faith, exulting, tell 

That she, whose tuneful voice had sung before* 
Ib allegoric strain, love's witching spell. 

Now sings His love whom wondering worlds adore, 
And still shall chaunt His praise when time shall be no 
more. 
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Memory ! mjsterious principle, whose power 

Can ope alike the source of joy or wo ; 
Can gild with gladsome raj the passing hour. 

Or bid the starting tear of anguish flow : 
Fain would my mournful song aspire to show 

What keen regret, what deep remorse is thine ; 
How in the wreath wliich d/^cks thine awful brow^ 

The cypress with the willow should entwine. 
Alas ! my plaintive lyre, a gloomy theme is mine I 

Far different visions happier bards have seen» 

Far different lays have happier poets sung ; 
And on those soul -enchanting sounds, I ween. 

Full many a captivated ear hath hung. 
Nor would I spurn the lyre to rapture strung. 

Or deem the song of Memory's joys untrue ; 
For oft, ere anguish had my bosom wrung, 

Did former hours recur to fancy's view. 
In gaudier colours drest, with graces ever new. 
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Yes, Memory 1 in ttiy richly-varied page, 

Somepleasing passages may charm the eye ^ 
The guileless records of our earlier i^. 

May bring some dreams of retrospective joy ; 
But is that pkasure then ivithout alloy P 

Or does not contra^ tum that bliss to wo ? 
But few, I fear, can think of hours gone by. 

Nor witness in their hearts compunction's throe. 
For moments tfnim|n*ov'd, and time mispent below« 

Grant that nor vice,, nor folly wounds llie heart. 

Yet various feelings may regret inspire ; 
The agonizing tear may often start. 

To see departed friendship's flame expire. 
The mother mourns her diild, the son his sire. 

Once lov'd on earth, now number'd with the dead : 
The wed^tongmafdi^n's trembling steps retire 

From the 'green sod where rests her lover's head. 
Who^h not movm'd in vain for joys that long have 
fled? 

To meditate, with retrospective glance. 

On vanish'd transports of gay hours of pleasure, 
Our present happiness may well enhance. 

As former gafats increi^e our present treasure. 
Benignant imtoh insensible erasure 

May mitigate ihe heart-felt pangs of sorrow ; 
And, from the cheering view of well -spent leisure, 

Some gleams of hope the mind may jnstly borrow. 
To usher in the dawn of heaven's eternal morrow. 
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For, can the wiles of art» the grasp of power, 

Or all the fiends which blast the mind's repose. 
Snatch the rich reliques of a well-spent hour. 

Or quench the light it gives at life's dark close ? 
No : when the lamp of life but faintly glows. 

E'en when the trembling spirit wings her flight. 
Conscience shall blunt departing nature's throes, 

And smiling hope shall pour, with lustre bright. 
Around her heaven-ward path a stream ^ living Ip^t. 

Such were the sounds, which, on my youttiAil ear, 

In strains of harmony and rapture fell ; 
When Rogers bade his song, melodious, clear. 

In sweetest accents Memory's plieasures tell ; 
Did not my glowing bosom feel the spell 

Of his celestial theme P My raptur'd thought 
Would oft, by him inspir'd, with fohdikessdwdl 

On hours for ever fied, with {Measure frai^ht. 
By Memory's magic power, from infant pastime 
brought. 

Oh ! sweetest Minstrel ! since to thee belong 

The ^ft of verse, the poet's art divine ; 
Why should thy silence thus the Muses wrong ? 

Why lies unstrung a harp so sweet'as ^thine ^ 
" Oh ! wake once more !" pouir forth the Aewihg Unie, 

Assert the honours thou hast justiy won : 
" Oh ! wake once more !" invoke the favouring Nine, 

And ere thy yet remaining sand be run, 
Resplendently shine forth like the meridian sum 
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But, though i&7 pleasured, MeMolry,jtt8tly<kim 

The votiye trih«te of the inln^rel'» t^hg % - ' 
Yet keen re^et^ despair, a(pd blHshiiig shames * 

Horror and maiAiiess too; tVtliee foelM^* 
Of torturing fiendS) a fell, rele»tle^tb^mg * v 

Attend thy course, aAd goad ike anguished mind, 
Hecall the hour i^en vice betrayM to MTOOg, 

Antidfmte the dooin to gtfiltnassigB^d, 
And io eaSeh gUmjise of hope the waoidering sensee blind* 

And shall thy pleasures 'ihen alone inspire 

The poet'ssoTig ? Shallfancy, sportive, gay, 
To notes of joy ecstatic tune the lyre, 

Unmindflilthat those pleasures soon decay ? 
Forgetful that the brightest, happiest day 

Must often, by misfortune OTercast, 
Call forth the tear for moments pass'd away, 

For hopes dispersM by disappointment's blast. 
And plbasing spells dissolr'd, which fancy said should last. 

And do not themes like-these deserve the lay ? 

Yes ; though ungrateful, gloomy, and forlorn^ 
Scom'd by the young, unnotic'd by the gay, 

Who sport enraptured in the glowing morn 
Of life ; yet hearts there are who may not scorn 

The fiong which bids the tear of pity start ; 
Hearts which have deeply felt the rankling thorn. 

Which Memory can through every fibre dart ; 
To such my lay shall flow, warm from a kindred heart. 

£ 
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Are there who mMm (w fiiendship knewn no more I 

For cold Q^eety unnerited disdiin? 
Are there wiio weep ftdversity'd dark hour, 

Beluctant vaasalft in mififortuBe's ttwk ? 
Are there for evil past who sig^ in vain, 

Hattttff'd with grief, worn out with toiling care ? 
Whoe'er ye are, whose bosoaa throb with pain. 

Deem not your own diatreas beyond con^pare^ 
But learn fn»n heayi^* grieft your lighter bad to bear» 

Hapless the lover in his nymidi's disdain. 

Hapless the mariner by tempests driven. 
Hapless the cripple bent with age and pain. 

Hapless the blind amid the light of heaven ; 
More hapless still the wretch who long has striven. 

And o'er his fierce desires no battle won: 
But, oh ! how hapless he, whose heart is riven 

With conscious guilt ! on whom the glorious sun 
Shines with unwelcome ray, and tells of mischief done \ 
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Ots&wrelmino isdeed is ^e anguUh we feel» 
And t^iriesft ike mmtgW w« anrse fcr thy kt^ 

It is not a paogHi&t tO'^monNnrinajli^al, 
Nmr is it a gtief whidi cansoM beftrgot. 



There are woes which descend like the bolt of Joye- s 
thunder! 

That snddenlj^ ^mshingly, fall on ibe heart ; 
Enwrapping our feelings in terror and wond^» 

And bidding Die hopes we most cherish'd departi 



Even snch is tky deatii ! It is felt as a Mow 
Bj thoaaands wh» honoured and reverenc'd thy Nam^; 

In whose hearts it awakened that eloquent glow 
Of pure patriot to?e, which no ti€ea «an einiai* 
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When the cup of ihj bitterness rose to Its height. 
Though we' moura'd for tiiy sake, yet we did ndjE 
despair f ^ . . 

We still cherish'd hopes : thej are now quench'd in night> 
And bitter the grief thou haat left us to bear. 



Yet think not, how glooky sbev^^may s^enil ' ~ 
The clouds which envelop'd thy sun's setting ray. 

These can totally hide every heart-cheering beam 
It had shed on our souls through its glorious day. 



.No ! deep as the darknest may be tbat enshrouds • . . 

Our spirits, and triMieiitl^ shadDW^ thy^ownr;- > 
Thy memory haerakfter .ahdll scatter the dmdt; 

And thy long-cherish'd worth be remembered alone. 



Oh 1 well may that memory be sacred and dear $ 
Well may we that worth in our bosoms enshrine ; 

For whom hast thou left wecan eatt thy c<mipeer ? •. 
Whose talents and virtues s^U is^e up fbr thine ( 



Star after star, whid^ attracted our gaze. 

We have, hailed with delimit* aad then bads them 
adieu! 
And Sua miler 8wi» wliUeiwe basy4 in.it^Uaze, 

Has sunk from oiir sig^t, and deserted us too ! 
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Hie mightjiisve faltes, sod foft «t*to i 
The CtaupioiiB of Freedofli iire' laid in Ac Attt ; 

And Aeaiw which &er fttaiidtrd had feariesslyimr^^ 
Stem DeiKdi has oompeilM to rdinqidah Am tmit* 

Oh! neip^r #a8 liberty's bmwr ttiifin*Pd» 
Bit thjf' glance caught ita glory* thy heart o«^'d its 
woftii; 
Twas thy wiidi it alunikl float o'^r flie civflix'd world. 
And heay'n's winds waft its fame to the ends of the 
earth! 

And ne'er had that gveatast af caaaes, a ficioBd 
More conspknoKdy good» ansre eanmtMiiy frial ; 

Who more earnestly laboured its weal to defend. 
In defiance o^despots, and tyranny's hate. 

Whether Africa's offspring thy succour might need« 
Or thy own injur'd countrymen ask for thy aid ; 

Or he, to whom conscience dictated a creed 
Dissenting from that which his country display'djf 

Or whether our code, writ in letters of blood, 
Call'd thy eloquence forth: thou must rank amongst 
those 
Who for Man's hopes and happiness nobly have stood, 
And patiently strove to alleTiatt his woes. 
e2 
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And oh! if. we ti y fwttt tiiy gtoriems cageer 
In the Benate, and fix for a moment car gase 

Chi th J track in aji iHihiUer and happier sphere ; 
How hnfftst, and haw Uisafid the scene it displays. 

As a Friend, and a Fii^A6r» am aught e^ei^ atone # • 
.For the loss of thyiiiehdship?— etill more rflhyl^Te? 

As a Husband! — 'tis past! and thy spirit.haniAown 
To the'Fadiei'^rf BpiritSt.who teigneth abeive- 

To His merciful judgment we humblj commend thee. 
Who remembers our frailty, and pities it too ; 

Our loye, bmt esteem, and our warm prayers ilttend the^ 
BaatefPttrMsandBtateamen! we bid thee adiea ! 



f X 



Digitized by VJiOOQlC 



as 



VERSES TO AN INFANT, 



Ble'ssings test on tliee, hftjjipy doc ! 

All that parental love ' 

Could ask, or wish, since life begun. 

Be given thee from above. 

Fruitless the wish", and vain the prayer. 

For perfect Miss, would be ; 
Thou canst nbt shun what all must share. 

Nor 'scape from sorrow free. . 

What all must meet, thou canst not mi&» ; 

Yet mayst thou, sweet one ! know 
Capacity tor reHih Wiss, 

And strength tdtfonAat woL . 

May that pure1tiM)ceitK§e; Ivhkh bow^ 
Is infancy's beii^ell, ' ' -^ • • 

Encircle long tJiyclottdleflabr<wvi' -» ^ 
And in fhy bosom Mi#eU.*l - *^' .** • 
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It U tiie taliraiaa* whose toudi 

Is like Ithuriel's spear; 
And it shall teach thee» us'd as Midi, 

Both what to lore and fear. 

In all the countless codes and creeds 
Which man fctr man has plannM, 

Is much, that he who oftenest reads 
Can never understand. 

Maj these be as » volume «eal'd y^ 

A fountain clos'd to thee ; 
And in thy heart riiall be reveal^ 

Life's true philosophj. 

Thus should it be ; for tho« art one 
Hound whom the enlightening rajr 

Of nature's outward, glorious sun. 
Will freely sport and plaj. 

And the uncharter'd breeze, HiMi sweeps 

Thy native valley fair. 
Will dry the tear tiiy young eye weeps» 

And wave thy fowii^hair* 

Then be a, difld 0f Mtwe's edpiid^ 

Her silent teachings^tra^ ^ 
And she shall 1^ thee for the nOe 

Of holy, heavenly I 
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For they arc stiU the -truly wise, * ^ 

Who earliest learn to look 
On earth's best diarms, aa sun* and skiei^' 

As ^isdom^s oprai book* ^' 

There maythy dawning neaaon read 

Instruction, line by line ; 
And guilel^ tfaimght, and vbrtaons dead, 

In life's first bloom be tfaine* . ^ 

Thus taught, nor art, nor base deceit 

Shall mar thy opening youth ; 
Thy heart with healthful hopes shall beat. 

Thy tongue be tun'd to truth. 

And when, through childhood's paths of floweKfr, 

Thy infant stepa have trod. 
Thy soul shall be, in after hours^ 

Prepar'd to learn of Gon ! 

His Spirit, plac'd within thy heart. 

Shall fill it, from above, 
With grace to act a Christian's part, 

And keep it pure by love. 

And thou shalt find, in every stage 

Of ripening soul and sense, 
That virtue's guard, in youth, in age^ 

Is holy innocence ! 
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D^ewell ! I dare xu>t hope that prayeir 
Of mine can prove of worth; 

Tet ikis may not disperse in air, 
Knee thou hast given it lurth. 

'Oh, for thy aake ! and theirs no less» 

Who on thy being hoild j 
Ma J the iffiflft bqpes these Ihms ^qpcess. 

In mercy be MSiVd. 



d by Google 



43 



€|e 4lBemorp 



Of 



H M- 



Farevkll ! bttt O ifaiiik haI th j memorj shall perisb I 
It riiall AxDtt tkroagii our lievrto as thy virtues have 
done; 

And affection and friendship its lustre shall cherish^ 
As bright and as clear as the calm setting sun. 

We mourn not for thee^ though too early thou'st left us, 
Thou hadst nothing to do, but to die and be blest; 

For Deaths which has thus of th j presence bereft us. 
Was to thee but the herald of quiet and rest. 

Well, peace to thy slumbers! that peace the world 
gives not; 
And visions of bliss through the night of the tomb ; 
Till thou wak'st in that heaven where pale sorrow lives 
not, 
Bui pleasures immortal around thee shal) bloom. 
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I remember when prospects as bright and unclouded, 
As thy own peaceful heart, seem'd thy heritage here; 

And (psigh'd for thy sake, when adversity shrouded 
A landscape so lovely^ so calm, and so clear. 

^ : .> 

But 'tis oVer ! and now, unto Faith's piercing vision, 
The clouds are dispersing, which darken'd before; 

Through Death's gloomy .portal shine prospects elysian, 
A vista which sorrow shall shadow no tAore. 

Farewell ! then, once more f angels watch o'er thy slum- 
bers! 

Till etemity^s dawn «n 'thy waking shall shine ; 
And oh ! may ^o Poet, vrfien D«iKth «IH)» his numbers, 

Sink to sleep as inviting, as tranquil as thine ! 
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STANZAS, 

^eatg of a cpn. 



Though parental affection lament thee^ 

And anguish, which loves to recall 
Thy image, maj oft represent thee 

As the fairest and loveliest of all : 
Although I must feel for such sorrow. 

There is so much bliss in thy lot. 
That pain from thee pleasure maj borrow. 

And joy could not wish thee forgot^ - 



When childhood, by sin yet untainted, 

Gives up life, which it scarcely hath gainM ; 
And, ere with affliction acquainted. 

Hath its end and its object attained ; 
There is so much of sweet consolation. 

To soften the sorrow we feel ; 
While we mourn the severe dispensation, 

We bow to the hand which can heal. 
F 
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Death comes not to such in his terrors. 

His pains are half pangless to them; 
Crimes have not strcc^eded to errors. 

Nor conscience been rous'd to condemn. 
The prospect before and behind them 

Awakes not one heart-stinging sigh; 
The season of smffeting assiga'd tbetn 

May be bitter, but soon is gone by* 



There is miick io relieve, and restore u» 

To peace, when the Child which we lov'd 
Hath ascended to glory before us. 

Not unhlest^ though in mercy unproved! 
Fond fancy gives birth to the feeling 

That part of ourselves is at rest ; 
Hope, humble, but bdiy and healing, 

Sheds its balm in tiie yet bleeding breast. 



Who knows bttt the beings who bound us 

With tenderest ties to this world. 
Though unseen, may be hovering, around us. 

With their cherub-Kke pinions unfurl'dP 
Although not to our seises permitted 

To be visible, still they are near; 
And the feelings they prompt are most ftted 

To dry up the sorrowing tear. 
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They tell us that change of existence 
Has not sever'd^ but strengthened each tie; 

And, that though we may think them at distance, 

' Yet still they are spiritually nigh. 

There yet is an unbroken union. 
Though mortality H^ curtain may fall } 

And souls may keep up their communion. 
Through the God of the spirita of all ! 
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STANZAS 



ADDBESSBD TO PERCY BTSSHE SHBIJLY. 



Forests, and lakes, the majestj of mountains. 

The dazzling glaciers, and the musical sound 
Of waves and winds, or softer gush of fountains : 

In sights and sounds like these thj soul has found 
Sublime delight; but can the visible bound 

Of this small globe be the sole nurse and mother 
Of knowledge and of feeling ? Look around ! 

Mark how one being differs from another ; 
Yet the world's book is spread before each human bro- 
ther. 



[No one can more admire the genius of this highly-gifted man, 
than I do ; but, in exact proportion to my admiration, is the re- 
gret i feel, for what I consider as the perversion of powers so 
rare, the misapplicatioQ of talents so splendid.] 
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Was this wtt-ld, {h^n» the pareajt and the nurse 

Of him wh<»se m^ital eye outliv'd the »^t 
Of all its beauties ?*-^Bim who sang the curse 

Of that forbidden fruity which did invite 
Our first prug^nitors, whom th%t feul spritej 

In serpent form, seduc'd from innocence. 
By specieus'j^omases^ that wrong and ri^t. 

Evil aad gepd, when tiiey had gathered thence. 
Should be distinctly seen as by diviner sense? 

They pluck'd, and paid the awful penalty 

Of disobedience: yet man will not leant 
To he content with knowledge that is free 

To all. There are, whose soaring spirits spurn 
At humble lore, and^ still insatiate, turn 

From living fountains to forbidden springs : 
Whence having proudly quaflPd^ Iheir bosoms bum 

With visions of unutterable things. 
Which restless tlEUicy's spell in shadowy glory brings* 

Delicious the delirious bliss, while new; 

Unreal phantoms of wise, good, and fair. 
Hover around, in every vivid hue 

Of glowing beauty; these dissolve in air. 
And leave the barren spirit bleak and bare 

As alpine summits : it remains to try 
The hopeless task (of which themselves despair) 

Of bringing back those feelings now gone by. 
By making their own dreams the code of all society. 
f2 
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** All fear, none aid them, and few com|yrehend;" 

And then comes disappointment, and the bli^t 
Of hopes, that might have blessM fnankind, but end 

In stoic apathj, or stariess night: 
And thus hath many a spirit, pure and bri^. 

Lost that effulgent and ethereal raj, * ^ 

Which, had religion nourished it, still might 

Have shone oh, peerless, to that perfect day. 
When death's yeil shall be rent, and darkness dashed 
away. 

Ere it shall prove too late, thy steps retrace : 

The heights thy muse has scaled, can never be 
Her loveliest, or her safest dwelling-place. 

In the deep valley of humilify, 
The river of immortal life Sows free 

For thee— for all. Oh ! taste its limpid wave. 
As it rolls murmuring by, and thou shalt see 

Nothing in death the Christian dares not brave. 
Whom faith in God has given a world beyond the 
grave ! 
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coxpoao) ?ox Ttts cBXXAsiii or a 
SUNDAY SCHOOL. 



O Thox7 ! to whom the grateful 8ong 
Of prayer and praise is due> 

Hear, we entreat, our childish throng. 
And grant thy blessing too. 

On those who have so kindly strove 

Thy precepts to instil ; 
Who strive to teach us how to love^ 

And do thy holy will ; 

On such, O Lord ! thy mercies shed, 

Who, in this world of wo. 
Like fountains, with fresh waters fed. 

Bear blessings as they flow. 

And may we, planted by such streams. 
Like flowers, which love to lave 

T%eir bending branches in the beams 
Which warm their parent wave : 
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May we, thus blest, yet humbly bow 
To Thee, the Source of Love! 

And drawing^ nurture from below. 
Breathe brightness from above. 

Then shall we, while on earth we Uve^ 

To thine a comfort be ; 
And wither, but throu^ daitk to live 

An endless life with Thsb ! 
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T£RS£8 



JBemorp of i^ra]^ CdtiWtr. 



DOUBT not thy memory IWeth 
In the hearts of survivors on earth ! 

And soothing the pleasure it giveth 
To mourners who muse on thy worth. 

But, though we can never forget thee. 
And ihoUgh we believe thou art blest. 

We cannot but deeply regret thee. 
And long shall thy loss be confest. 

For thine was a mind richly gifted 
With talents not frequent in youth ; 

Yet by vanity never uplifted 
Above usefulness, meekness, and truth. 

We had hopes it was pleasure to nourish, 
(Then how shall our sorrow be mute P) 

That those i>r^t buds of genius would flourish. 
And burst into blossoms imd fruit. 
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Bat our hopes and our prospects are shaded^ 
For the plant which inspir'd them hath shed 

Its foliage, all green and un&ded. 
Ere the beauty of spritig-time hath fled. 

Like foam on the crest of the billow. 
Which sparkles, and sinks from the sight; 

Like teaf of t|t wind-shaken willow. 
Though transientl j> beauteousl j bright ^-» 

Like dew-drops, exhal'd as thej glisten ; 

Like perfume, which dies soon as shed ; 
Like melody* hush'd while we listen|-*<- 

Is memory's drean^ of the dead. 

But if such be the objects resembling 
Theglimpses wesawof thy soi^; 

How much inMf« enduHng the emblem 
Its hopes md its prospects unrol 1 

That bird, which by bards is recorded. 

As deathless, and all but divine. 
Is now the fit emblem afforded 

Of spirits immortal as thine* 

Redeem'd by the God who first made thee. 

Unto whom be tiie glwry alone ; 
With the iree of Life only to shade thee, 

FrMi the brig^tAess encirclii^ Ms throne : 
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Henceforth fhou art rank'd with the dau^ters 
To whom the ** new song'' hath been given; 

Whose voice, like the voice of vast waters, 
Everlasthigljr echoes in heat^n ! 
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SILENT WORSHIP. 



Though glorious, O God ! must thy temple have been, 

On the day of its first dedication. 
When the Cherubim's wings widely waving were seeB 

On high, o'er the ark's holy station ; 

When even the chosen of Levi, though skill'd 

To minister, standing before Thee, 
Retir'd from the cloud which the temple then fill'd, 

And thy glory made Israel adore Thee: 

Though awfully grand was thy majesty then ; 

Yet the worship thy gospel discloses, 
Less splendid in pomp to the vision of men. 

Far surpasses the ritual of Moses. 

And by whom was that ritual for ever repeal'd P 

But by Him, unto whom it was given 
To enter the Oracle, where is reveal'd. 

Not the cloud, but the brightness of heaven. 
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Who, having once entered, hath shown us tiie wa]t» 
OLord ! how to wcH'ship l^efore thee ; 

Not with shadowy forms of that earlier day* 
But in spirit, and trtUh to adore thee:l ! . 

This, this is the worship the Saviour mad€ known, 

When she of Samaria found him 
By the patriarch's well, sitting^ weary, alone, 

W^ith the stillness of noon-tide around him. 

How sublime, yet how simple the homage he taught 
To her, who inquirM by that fountain. 

If Jehovah at Solyma's shrine would be sought ? 
Or ador'd on Samaria's mountain ? 

Woman ! believe me, the hour is near. 
When He, if ye rightly would hail him. 

Will neither be worshiped exclusively here. 
Nor yet at the altar of Salem, 

For God is a Spirit ! and they, who aright 
Would perform the pure worship he loveth. 

In the heart's holy temple will seek, with delight. 
That spirit the Father approveth. 

And many that prophecy's truth can declare. 
Whose bosoms have livingly known it ; 

Whom God hath instructed to worship him theneu 
And convinced that his mercy will own i^^ 
a 
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Th6 tenple iiut Solomon huilt to his laaae. 

Now lives but in history's storj ; 
Bxtinguish'd long since is its altar's hrj^t flame. 

And Tantsh'd each glimpse of ita glory. 

But tiie Christian, made wise by a wisdom divine. 
Though all human fabrics may falter. 

Still finds in his heart a far holier shrine. 
Where the fire bums unquench'd on the altar ! 
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YERSES 



ilBemorp of JIKarp fletcSer^ 



EirfHusiAST, fanatic, and fool, 

Many who read thy life wiH style thee : 
And others, more sedate and cool. 

Will pity, who dare not revile thee. 

For me, I feel, on laying down 

The volume, neither power nor will 
To ape the critic's frigid frown : 
- To flatter thee were idler still. 

While livings praise of man to thee 

Was nothing : o'er thy mouldering earth. 

Its empty echo now would be 

But mockery of thy Christian worth ! 

Nor would I, venerable shade ! 

Now touch such high and solemn theme, 
Or this poor tribute have essay 'd, 

tf thus the unthinking world would deeni» 
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But there are tiiose, with wiioin the itBf 
Of truth is not the Gospel ereed ; 

To whom thy life wUl be a jest. 
Thy path-— a parable indeed ! 

And these, perchance to show their wit. 
Will heap thy name with obloquy ; 

And o'er thy hallowM pages sit, 
**'Drcst up in brief authority.*^ 

To thee it matters not; but those 
Who honour and revere thy name^ 

May be allow'd to intei*pose. 
And vindicate thy well-eam'd fame. 

JNot for thy sake alone, but theirs • - 
Who tread the path which thou hast trod; 

The church, which prompted once thy prayers^ 
Thy faith, thy Saviour, and thy God ! 

These, with united voice demand 
The payment of that sacred debt ; 

Bue, iii a favoured Christian land, . 
When stars of righteousness have set 

Set, but to rise with holier li^j^ 
Eclips'd on earth, to shine in. heaven ; 

How should the chill grave's transient night 
Dim what Ileath's Conqueror had given ¥ 
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And such wast thou : a prophetess 
Worthy the church's earlier day ; 

In piety and faithfulness^ . 
Proving, to love is to obey. ' 

Sceptics may think thy life on earth 
Was madness— 4U1 enthusiast's dreaA ; 

And folly, in its empty mirth. 
Thy end 4trmA ^ hoAoor deem. 



But Faidi, wUck ewaa tiuie iinte|;o^ 
For thy immorty qiirit paints. 

With chUdren of the Lord thy lei. 
Thy heritage among Hbtt Samts ! 



o^ 
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TO LYDIA. 



MiDKioHT has stoi^n iq>on me ! sotmd it Hene, 

Save when light, tinkling cinders, one by one» 

Fall from my fire ; or ii»,laWr flutlering bUze, 

A faint and fitful noise at timea krtrays-; 

Or distant baying of the watdirdog^ caught 

At intervals. It is^the hour of. thou^t ; 

Canst thou then marvel, now that thought is free* 

Memory should wake, and Fancy fly to thee ?•— 

That she should paint thee, wrapp'd in peaceful sleep? 

While round thy happy pillow spirits keep 

Their post unseen : those watchers of the night. 

Who, o'er the innocent, with fond delight 

Stand centinels, and, by their guardian power. 

Preserve from evil virtue's slumbering hour. 

Calm, healthful, and refreshing be thy rest ! 

And be thy dreams as blissful, as e'er blest. 

In Fancy's sweetest, purest, loveliest mood, 

The hours of stillness and of soUtude 1 
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GREAT HEALINGS CHURCHYARD, 



It is not onlj while we look upon 

A lovely landscape^ that its beauties please : 
In distant dajs, when we afar are gone 

From such, in fancy's idle reveries. 
Or moods of mind which memory loves to seize. 

It comes in living beauty ; fresh as when 
We first beheld it : valley, hill, or trees 

Overshadowing unseen brooks; or outstretched fen. 
With cattle sprinkled o'er, exist, and charm again* 

Such pictures silently and sweetly glide 

Before my ** mind's eye ;" and I welcome them 
The more, because their presence has supplied 

A joy, as pure and stainless, as the gem 
That morning finds on Uosdom, leaf, or stem 

Of the fair garden^s Queen, the lovely Rose ; 
Ere breeze, or Sunbeam, from her diaclem, 

Have stol'n one brilliant, and around she throws 
Her perfumes o'er the spot which with her beauty glows. 
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Bear witness, many a loy'd and lovelj scene. 

Which I no more may visit; are ye not 
Thus still my own ? Thy groves of shady green. 

Sweet Gosfieid!* or thou, wild, rotnantic spot! 
Where, by grey craggy cliff, and lonely grot. 

The shallow Dovef rolls o'er his rocky bed : 
You still remtin as fresh, and nnforgot. 

As if but yesterday mine eyes had fed 
Upon your charms ; and yet months, years, since then 
have sped— 

Their silent course. And thus it ought to be. 

Should I sojourn far hence in distant years. 
Thou lovely dwelling of the dead ! with thee : 

For there is much about thee that endears 
Thy peaceful landscape ; much the heart reveres. 

Much that it loves, and all it could desire 
In meditation's haunt, when hopes and fears 

Have been too busy, and we would retire, 
Even from ourselves awhile, yet of ourselves inqair«^ 

Then art thou such a spot as man mi^t choose 

For atill communion: all around is sweet. 
And calm, and soothing; when the light bree^ wool 

The lofty limes that shadow thy retreat. 
Whose interlacing branches, as they meet» 

O'ertop, and almost hide the edifice 
They beautify ; no sound, excf^pt the. bleat 
Of inaqcent lambs^ or notes which speak the bliM 
Of happy birds unseen* What could a herpnitmisft^ 
* Gosfield Park, near Halstead, In Essex. 
t Dove-dale, in Deibyshire. 
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Enough thei^ is of life, to bind him to 

The living; and still more here la to guide 
His thoughts and feelings, by a nat'ral clae. 

To those who tiiought and felt like him» then died ; 
And now in quiet slumber, side by side. 

Still challenge kindred, by a holy link. 
That not e'en Death can totally divide : 

Do we not feel tMs, when, up<Hi tiie brink 
Of a yet «nfill?d grave, we pauge, compellM to think P 

We do, for whomsoe'er that grave is ope ; 

Or young, or nuddle^ag'd, or if the flight 
Of time, have had with such unusual scope : 

Whether its inmate elidm the pensive rite 
Of friend, or kinsman ; or if such were quite 

A stranger, living : Nature will be heard ^ 
Reason, and Revdiation, both unite 

Their toice with her's, proclaiming how absurd 
Earth^s vain distinctions are, though eagerly preferred. 

Tes, thou, stem Death ! art, after all, the best 

And truest teacher, an unflattering one. 
And yet we shun thee like some baneful pest. 

In youth, we fancy life is but begun ; 
Then active middle-age comes hurrying on. 

And leaves us less of leisure; and, alas! 
Even in age, when slowly, surely run 

The few last sands which iingef in the glass. 
We mourn how few remain, how rapidly ttiey pass. 
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But 'tis not thee we feAr» if thou wert uU; 

Thou might'st be braT'd^ althoi^ in thee is much 
To wither up the nerves, the heart appal: > 

Not the mere icy chillness of thy touch. 
Nor nature's hopeless struggle with thy clutch 

In tossing agony : in ihifself, alone. 
Thou hast wcH'se pangs ; at least I deem them such, 
^ Than any mere corporeal sense can own. 
Which, without future fears, mi^ make the bravest 
groan. 

For, wert thou all, in thee there is enougjh 

To touch us to Uie quick : to part with all 
We love, might try a heart of sternest stuffy 

And ur itself would need what man could call 
Of strength and courage ; but to feel the thrall 

Of rending ties twine closer round the heart; 
To see, while on our oitm eyes shadows fall 

Darker, and darker, tears of anguish start. 
In lov^d^mes looking onus; saying, *' Must we pari!" 

This is indeed enott|^. I never stood 

But ^nee beside a dying bed ; and there 
My spirit was not in the fittest mood. 

Perhaps, to be instructed, save to bkab J 
And this is somewhat to be taught ua, where 

We fancied it impossible ; I say 
But once it yet has been my lot to share 

Such scene f and thai; though now a distant day. 
Convinced me what it was to pass from life away. 
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Yet {bere wis caonfort in thai death-bed scene : 

tietj, resignation, hope, bitb, peac^— 
All that niig^t render such an hour serene. 

Attended ronnd» and in the slow decrease 
Of life's last lii^'ring powers, for calm release 

Prepared the sufiflrer; i|nd, when life was flown, 
Though not aihruptly could our sorrows cease. 

We felt that sorrow for ourselves alone ; 
Notfw the quiet dead, around whom there was thrown*— 

Calmness, as 'twere a canopy : the spirit 

Seem'd like the prophet in his parting hour, 
(When he threw back, to him who was to inherit 

His gift, the mantle, as his richest dower,) 
To have left behind it somewhat of the power 

By which the o'ershadowing clouds of death were 
riven; 
So that, round those who gaz'd, they could not lower 

With rayless darkness; but a light was given 
Which made e'en tears grow bright: " 'twas light from 

[heaven !" 
Of thee no more: in truth I scarce can tell 

What now recall'd thee to my thoughts ; unless 
This spot, where those who have bade earth farewell 

Sleep peacefully, such memories should impress. 
But, see ! the sun has set ; and now, to bless 

With quietness and beauty, softer far 
Than that of day, with pensive 'tenderness. 

As best befits the scene, the evening star 
Lights up its trembling lamp, to greet pale Cynthia's car. 
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Onward the queen of night advahceg: slow 

Through fleecy clouds ¥rith majesty she wheels : 
Yon tower's indented outline, tombstones low. 

And mossy gcej, her silver light reveals : 
Now quivering through thS* lime-trees' foliage steals; 

And now each humble, narrow, nameless bed, 
Whose grassy hillock not in vain appeals 

To eyes that pass by epitaphs unread, 
llise to the view. How still the dwelling of the dead ! 

# 
It is a scene that well may call me back. 

If any could, to solemn, tender themes ; 
Let me then once more turn me to the track 

My thoughts were journeying : it is one that teemf^ 
Widi truths of high import, not baseless dreams. 

I said that death was not, abstractedly. 
Were it but all, so dreadful as it seems ^ 

Howe'er acute may be the agony, 
'Tis brief, soon tntist be past, and yet we fear to die. 

So much we fear it, in our natural state. 

That all of want, of wretchedness, and wo 
Combin'd^ that can upon existence wait. 

Will not induce us calmly to forego 
The life we loathe, yet cling to. Wherefore so? 

Why, but because the deep instinctive awe 
Of something else, which reason cannot show. 

Or shows but faintly, makes our spirits draw 
Back from an unknown worlds-— 'Tis nature's ptirnil 
law. 
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Wisely tUi fear is rooted in the heart, 

Breii ui that which know^ no nobler rule ; 
If not, when hopeless anguish said» depart! 

When passicm atung the proud» contempt the fool ; 
What should deter the one till frenzy cool. 

And make the other one brief moment wise? 
What btfl'that feeling, learnt in. nature's school ? 

Which prompts us, spite of sophistry and lie8» 
To pause* before we dare a depth no sight descries. 

But is this all ? Is this the state of man ? — 

Of him but litfle less than angels made; 
The master-work kA Gron's creative plan. 

After his image fi&shion'd, and array'd 
With powers to think—- will— ^ct; by whom is sway'd 

The visible sceptre of this lower sphere ? 
Is he thus doom'd, by life, by death dismay'd. 

To discontent and hopeless misery here ? 
Oh ! fliink not thus of man ; the Grospel more revere. 

" The sting of death is sin !" From sin redeem'd. 

By him who died upon the cross, to save 
Mankind, (O be hjis death not unesteem'dl) 

A way is open'd unto all who cravs 
His guidance, not ixi live of sin the slave, 

Nor die in dark despair : be it thine to cling 
To Him who won this victory o'er the grave. 

And drew from death his direst, keenest stii^; 
So shalt thou» in his time, his glorious praises sing. 

H 
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<« Thanks be to'God» who giveth eTertnore 

The victory, through Jesus ChHst our Lord !'^ 
Such is the joyful anthem ; Irat before 

Its fulU triumphal echoes can be pour'd 
Through heaven's high courts, and God can be ad«r'd 

Bj ihee» in that beatitude/thou must 
Be bom again ; and thus, by grace restor'd 

Unto his favour, even from the dust 
Thou shalt be rais'd again, to join the good and just 

For this corruptible must irst put on 

An essence incorrupt ; this mortal be. 
Ere such pure blessedness by man is won. 

Clothed upon with immortality. 
Then, from corruption's deep defilements frcie, ' 

Mortal in immortality arrayed ; 
Death shall be swallow'd up in victory ; 

And diou, thy thirst by living streams aHayM, 
Shalt enter in the gates where pain nor grief invade. 

But I am venturing on a tlienie more hi{^ 

Than muse of mine should ^r^ to touch upon \ 
Its dazzling glories dim her aching eye; 

Imagination, which afar had gone. 
Owns, as she often heretofore has done. 

Even her loftiest flights are far too low 
For such a theme; by truth acknowledg'd one. 

Which were it handled as it oug^t, would grow, 
Too bright, too splendid far, for mortal ken to know. 
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And jet it is ingpiri&g» and must tend 

To eleTate the mind» and purify 
From low desires, to have its thoughts ascend 

At times on eagle-winp« and heaven-ward fly ; 
Soaring abore the vast and starry sky, [[space. 

Through worlds and systems crowding boundless 
To Him who fram'd the w^iole; whose watchful eye. 

And power supreme* in beauty, order, grace, . 
Upholds them ali^ and gives to each its destinM place* 

Nor do such flights as these, indulged with awe,* 

And due remembrance of our nothingness. 
Improperly ex^tt those who withdraw 

Thus from themselyes, into the mighty press 
Of thoughts unutterable, from the excess 

Of their overwhelming majesty, must feel 
(Can finite in inAnitude do less?) ' 

The irresistible, though mute agpeal. 
Which these unto the heart intelligibly reveal. 

Dost thou inquire what train of tiiou^t could lead 

My mind, from such a spot, to these unsou|^t 
And unconnected musings ? Some who read. 

May think them such; and yet they have been 
brought 
To me in seeming order. What is thought? 

Imagination's vast and shoreless sea. 
Which, shifting li^t and darkness play athwart 

In rapid change; inscrutable, and free, 
A mirror, where we find forms of all things that be. 
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And as, when first creative Power empIojM 

Its energies; when darkness ruTd the deep, 
A mighty Spirit, moving o'er the void, 

And waste of waters, rous'd from chaos' sleep 
The mass of matter; so may those who* keep 

Observant watch within, discover there 
Fathomless depths, o'er which at times may cteepl 

By many known not, light which '#onld prepare 
That inert, shapeless mass, and power 4itilie declaim. 

But thou, my unknown reader, think'st, perhap»« 

I touch again on' subjects, all unfit 
For me to cope with. Bear with me : the lapse 

Of time, and much that time has brought with it. 
If it have taught me little else, has lit 

A lamp within ; and though too oft it may 
But render darkness visible^ there flit. 

In calmer hours, before its trembling ray. 
Forms which are not of earth, nor can with time decay. 

We live but idly, if we learn not this. 

That in our bosoms we must find, at last. 
Or poignant wretchedness, or purest Miss. 

It boots but little, ifL our lot be cast 
In wealth, or poverty; or how are passM 

The few short years we have to spend below : 
Even while they seem to linger, they fly fast. 

And, when the last has fled, we feel, and knovr» 
That where the dead are gone, ourselves must like- 
wise go ! 
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All this we know before ! then why discuss 

Subjects so trite? Why this, I own, is true; 
And yet, to beings fallible like us. 

Such truths, though trite, are worth recalling too. 
But I must once more look upon this view. 

Before I leave it: nig^t has cIothM it now 
With added beauties : lovelily the hue 

Of silvery moonlight rests upon the brow 
Of those soft-swelling uplands ; through each rustling 
bough— 

Of these tall limes, it gently finds its way. 

Shifting, with every breeze, its flitting gleam ; 
And, while I watch its ever-varying ray, 

I catch, at intervals, from yonder stream, 
Music so soft, that fancy half could deem 

From viewless harps such liquid murmurs ^ell ; 
The scene, in truth, is like some lovely dream. 

Thrown o'er tiie spirit by enchanter's spell ?— 
One more look ere I part ! Tis g^ven, and now, fare- 
well! 
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VERSES 



I PROMISED thee, thftt, 6oon or late,; ; 

Yottr bttrial-grouod should be» 
Wouldst,thou wiih gentle patience nait, 

A theme of verse to me. 

So long, alas ! did I delay 

The tribute thus decreed . it. 
That thou, Kalf angrily, didst say. 

When wrote, thou would'st not read it! 

But I defy the idle threat. 

In peevish mood held out. 
For reasons two-fold, which, as yet, 

I see no cause to doubt. 

The first is curiosity ! • 

Your sex's master-spell. 
Nay! look not so reproachfully, 

I feel its force as well. 
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Nor am I much asham'd to 4)wn 

This fault, if fault it be ; 
Much worse, I guess, might soon be showir^ 

Or 'twere not shar'd with thee. 

But let that pass : one reason yet 

Remains for thee to hear. 
Why I should hold thy playful threat 

As one I need not fear^' 

It is because the spot, thus made 

The scene of thoughts of mine. 
Is one that often is portray'd 

By Fancy unto thine. 

When absent from it, does it not 

Arise to Memory's view. 
Like an endear'd and hailow'd spot. 

Where thought and feeling grew-s- 

From strength to strength ? Oh, thus it should! 

For, howsoever we roam. 
Hearts happy, guileless, pure, and good. 

Must turn to childhood's home. 

Thai be the song which owes its birth 

To thee, by thee approv'd ; 
If not for its intrinsic worth. 

Yet for its theme belov'rf. 
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And should it seem to tfaee to wear 

Of graver thou^ts the hue. 
With such I kiiow that thou wilt bear* 

If feeling own them«true. 

The brightest^ gayest thoughts of mirtii, 
If thought to mirth be given. 

Can only lend a charm to earthf . 
But graver— lead to heaven! 
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WINTER. 



Thou hast thj beauties : sterner ones, I own. 
Than those of thy precursors ; jet to thee 
Belong the charms of solemn majestj 
And naked grandeur. Awful is the tone 
Of thj tempestuous nights, when clouds are bIoS¥n 
By hurrying winds across the troubled sky; 
Pensive, when softer breezes faintly sigh 
Through leafles# boughs, with ivy overgrown. * 
Thou hast thy decorations too ; although 

Thou art austere : thy studded mantle, gay 
With icy brilliants, which as proudly glow 
As erst Golconda's ; and thy pure array 
Of regal ermine, when the drifted snow 
Envelopes nature ; till her features seem 
Like pale» but lovely ones, seen when we dreara^ 
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miLsmm 



TO A rmixini. 



Thou dost not need that verse of mine 
Should speak my thanks, or paint thy worth ; 

And yet a friendship firm as thijie 
BCay bear what gratitude gives birth. 

Thou art not like those flowers ijfAi ask 

The aid of art, as frail as, fair; 
Which in conservatories bitsk. 

But wither in the open air: 

These stem no storm, and brook no blast ; 

Though bright their blossoming may be ; 
Their perfume pleases, and is past; 

And can such things be types of thee ? 

They cannot ! But I've seen, ere now. 
On some wild ruin, moss'd and grey ; 

A flower as fair, as sweet as thou. 
Blessing with bloom its latest day. 



d by Google 



n 

And while its loveliness has lent 
Fresh beauty to tiiat moaldering wall* 

It seem'd as if its sweets were sent 
To make up for the loss of all. 

The winds might howl» the ruin rock ; 

It fiourish'd fearlessly, and fair; 
It shrunk not from the impending shock ; 

it spoke defiance to despair. 

And thus, in seasons dark and drear. 
When I have felt, how oft, alas ! 

With many a mute, foreboding fear. 
The ruin of what once I was; 

Thy friendship, like that faithful flower, 

Surviving much, defying all. 
Has caus'd on sorrow's saddest hour 

Seme streaks of happier hue to fall. 

Heaven bless thee for it ! and believe 
That he who bids the gentle dew 

Befresh the wall -flower every eve> 
And morning sunbeams warm it too: 

doubt not He will doubly bless 
What purest friendship hath inspired ; 

And, for its worth, and faithfulness. 
Return what it hath not requir'd. 
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And long may I, by &te bereft 
Of much, most jufitiy dear to me ; . 

Still fondly learn its frowns bare left 
For soothing thoughts, a theme in thee 1 



d by Google 



ftl 



SONNET 



TO TH£ DSVEir* 



Thou windest not through scenery which enchants 

The gazer's eye with much of grand: or fwj 

Yet on thy margin many a wandering pair 
Have found that peaceful pleasure nature grants 
To those who seek her in her humbler haunts. 

And love and prize them> because she is there : 
May I then, now the setting sunbeam slants 

Upon thy bosom, in those pleasures share ? 
Thanks unto Nature, she. hath left me yet. . 

Some of those better feelings which w<$re born , 
In childhood: may their influeiK:e.]|.^ver,scit; 

But may it be ?fcs gradually wi^^irawjti, , . . i^^^l 
As yon sun's beams from thee;, ^hi^i^g^jc^^t , ; ^x 

By the \msU prc>|m^e,of.,^^wdl^i^li}pjre^.fr c> ' Y 

iK.' .^'J'. jJ Y\ ••';"• 
v • ' ■ :'. /)! .n'l ' ' ::..t: '. 'Jx' 
. , :. ^'.^.:J ''i ,' .: . .' : ^ ';" ' " « r ' i * 

^ ' . . I vij i/(; uj' 'J ] : ^! Y rM>i>jr '••,\ 
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TO 



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 



ON^THS ^^LIOAtlOK br BIS POSM^ ENTnXH^ZI 



Beautiful Pqet V ad thou art. 
In spite of pll ihat critics tell, 

1 thank thee, even A*oi& 'my heart. 
For this, thy title at « PkTEft BEtL.** 

It is a story worthy One" • 

Who thiiiks,' feel9, We^i as thou hiiBt done^ 

It is a story worthy too 

Of a more simple, primal age. 
When feelings, natural, tender, true, 

Hallow'd the poet's humblest page, 
Ere trick'ry had usurp'd the place 
Of unsophisticated grace, 
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I quarrel not with' fhdse^^d'deem ' ^ 

Essential to po^tec mddtf; ' " . ' ' •' ' ■'' 

High-sounding phrase/ and lofty theme, - ^= 
And « ready atts t<6^^ freeze the^l6bdj"''"' 

Intent to dazzle, or appal ; -- -'^ *• ■'•■">•' 

But nature still is best of ntf. " 



To be by taste's ^kidfashioMf's laws < ^ ;•- •- 
The favourite of iMs fickle day ; ' ' • 

To win the drawing-room^ 4pplftuse, < "* " " 
To strike, to startle, *t6 Ai^lUf,' i' Si. * 

And give effect would seem the iiitii' *' - = ' 

Of most who bear the po^'flt name. -^ '•' * 

For this, one idol of the hotit-, ' 
Brilliant and sparkling as th^' beams' 

Of the glad sun, cuRs eirery* flower, • • • : • 
And scatters round dew«, gems, and streams. 

Until the wearied, achiiig sight," ^ * 

Is « blasted Wiffielcess of ligh't.'^ - - ' 

Another leads, his i^dadeta on.. '\ : ..' • •). , 
With scenety, nanratite, a]id.taLt& ' 

Of legends wild, and battles won— 
Of craggy rocks, 'and verdafit vales ; . 

Till, always on amazcaodeat's. brink, .. r v i 

We find we have no time to; think* 
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And last, not leaat^ir .master min4» '„ ' > : 
Around whose proud fpd.hai^^j iKiiWy' 

Hadhebut c)|f)aeB, m^iliave twin'd - 
The musifs' bright^t, jp-eeoest boi^y . 

Who, would he his own yictpr be,) ,r i. , r,; 

Might seize on immor(i%^t|r« : 

He too, forsooth* wiih morbid veiq^ - 
Must fling a glesnou# fiime l^w»|r^ f • 

Instruction and d.'^li^ disdain» 
And make us o)ii^||, yet l^theM^ 8v&7 ^ 

From Helicon be might ha^re quaflTd^ \ .^ . 

Yet turn'd to Ac^ercNfjL's deadly ^^a^gbtar . 

O shame and glory of our age ! , / 
With talei^ts si^eh as scarcely met . 

In bard before : tby niagic page 
Who can pi^rusfK without regret ? . . ^ 

Or think, with cold, unpitying mien, . . , 

Of what thou ari^ and mf^At'^l A^^^^.fi^ett.^ ,^ 



No more of such : from these Iturn, •' . 

From sparkling mt, and iamoreus ysKj%\ ^ / 
From glooms that chill, and ^ words that bnni,'^ 

And gorgeous pomp; of. feudal days.; y .. 
I turn from such, as dtiiigs that move. ^ ' . .! 
Wonder and awe, btft wake not fere*. . '. I 
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By worldly hearts, I t\4hl>1rtfli jby. 
To ponder o'erlfce layif I prizMi 

When once a careless, happy boy; 
And all that fastfimited then. 
More understood, del%kt8 again'. 

Nor 19 it, WordffWbrthi trftJal test 
Of thy well-ca«?iM poetic feme, ^ ' 

That the untutor'd yonthfUl breast' " 
Should cherish 'irith delight thy name : 

If feeling be the test of truth, 

That touchstone Is best pr^v'd in y6uth. 

Thine is ao'cooiplicated'airt, i ' 
Which after-life ai^ ciai give 

The power to appi^ciate: inthe heart >. 
Its purest, holiest eanons live ; 

And nature's tilict ismostfaaitenk^ -^ 

In the soul's early innooence. 

J 

'TSs then the sun, the -sky, the aiti' -'• *. ; 

The ^arkling stream, the leafy wood. 
The verdant fields, the mountains bare. 

Are /eft, though little understood : 
We care not, seek not .then^ to^ prove 
Effect, or cause : we leel, and lov^« ' 

i2 
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And in that ^yot love andfMoil, l 

Poetry U a ltfe|i:veiily art ; 
Its genuine principles reveaUiig 

In their own glpr j to ih^ beart. 
Nature's resistless^ artless t^tt^ A . 
Awakes an echo of its (OWn. '! >. . ). 



These truths, for such they aire« by thee; 

Illustrious Poet! well are seen; 
And to thy wise simplicity 

Most sacred have they ever been ; 
Therefore shalt thou, before the NiNfe 
Officiate, in their inmost shrii^e ! 

Then journey on thy way:, thc^u^ lowly. 
And simple, and deqpia'd it.be; 

Yet shall it yield thee visiims holy, . 
And such as worldlings never tee 

Majestic, simf^e, meek, sublime. 

And worthy of an earlier tim<3« 

Continue still to eultiviite, . 

In thy sequester'd solitude, 
Those high conceptions which await 

The musings id the wise and good ; 
Conceptions lofty, pure, and bright. 
Which fill thy soul with heavenly light 
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Thou need'st.DOt stoop to win applause 

By petty artifice of sty^e ; 
Or studied wit, that coldly draws 

From fops or fools a vapid smile : 
And still less need'st thou stoop to borrow 
Affected gloom, or miuuc jsorrow. 

But take thee to thy groves and fields. 
Thy rocky vales, and mountains bare. 

And give us all that nature yields 
Of manners, feelings, habits there: 

Please and instruct the present age. 

And live in history's latest page. 
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• • AS. 

ADDRESS 

TO TBB BUBSCBIBXIIS, ASH OTHSR FRIEKSS, QF ▲ FVITD JTOll ClPTHDrff 
THE CHIXSBBN or A CKAUITT SCHOOL. 



FaxENDs of the helpless ! let a nameless bard 

Unto your boon its fitting meed award, . > 

And speak the thanks of these, themselves too young 

To trust their feelings to a faltering tongue : 

How could the muse a task more welcome take. 

Both for her own, and human nature's sake, 

Than that she now discharges? Howsoe'er 

Imperfectly 'tis done, it must be dear 

To every better feeling, to dispense 

The thanks of childhood to beneficence. 

That education, rightly understood. 

Confers the capability of good. 

At least improves it; that it lifts the views 

Beyond enjoyments mere barbarians choose ; 

That, well directed, it may richly bless. 

And train to order and to usefulness ; 

That, above all, it can enable those 

Thus taught, in hours of leisure, to unclose 
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The Sacred WRiTku' V«iJt>and:Taiie%8tee..^ ..'' 
Of social, moral truth,— of Gospel l«re': : ,. n i: r. * 
These ~jou admit as axioms, kiiown to Mi ... 
Trite to repeat, and trifling to cecall : 
Besides, perhaps you'll add, that not to you 
These childr«tt?s' thanks, for humUe fore are due ; 
But granting this, havejou done noiiidiig, then. 
To win their grati'tiidc) P^th^r ptaise to^ gaill•^ 
Indeed you have ; and, lest you kaVe fdrgdt, 
I'll tell you gratefully and frankly what 



his ordain'd, as wisely sure it sl^ouldU . ; 

That, in th^ luxurjy ojf doing gimd; j-. c 

Such ample sco^ i».'gii;ea< b^ ^v^nn^tiee^ -\ 

For all to exerdse bQifeif olcinee, i . : , - 

That none, in whom the wilLaiid power uniiSe, 

Can be excluded ffQiu! the; pjure'del^ht; . 

And, aljiJip^gjht ,^h h different task employ, . 

All share ih^;kW«ir, A4Ki /partake the joy. 

As when, in trafk^-^tlaatio wastes, a band 

Of emigrants first CMUiyate:ihe laiid, 

One clears t|i^ Weeds and brambles^ to prqmr^ 

Th' encuUabfJi^d earth to admit th' uptuming shai^e; 

A second sows.tfee^graJu'j another's ttil ■ ' 

Some streamlet l^ii^Mf^mtiMsu^ tbe. soil ; 

But whenr tte «wp: is bcff^eittieSr gaar^L^rid in, ... 

Each one par)^Miilea;1Kbatia][^<:i^aisp^ 
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So in the woAfa^o¥4lMQrify;^kiah'fiwl 
Their own reward m^eiy {eeltiigit«ii&. 
It matters not iiii menmory f ft page io keep 
Who 8ow8,Yfho trafe9^#» alVitliji:6 ftfaall tiap. 

Be it your ptabe^^tbeii^^hich fQH well have won; 
That when the^teiiiias of edtioation^ sun 
Shone on thd niiada^of .tbeM».aiid2tiiiig^lt(^ ahoot 
Those seeds which Teta&ajbear inCimortal fruit; 
You did not then .with frigid glance review 
What had been done, and deem nought left to do: 
'Twas yours, with kindred kindness, to contrive 
What best might keep the generous seed alive; 
To apply that stinsUUn,^ wUich^ aptly brought 
To bear upon the unfoldiHg geiine of th^ix^t. 
Might, being merit^fHxBy ydikjpi^mr§i4-'im^^ 
Inculcate neatness, while it shdniik^ dii^ay. 
Nor can I but comment <that blameless art, 
Skill'd in the feelings «ff a x^MIihheart, 
Which, far frofn ^i^wibgithem with4iuu^tjt frovm, 
Held out that hiQnialdisbUbei alMatiUi^^l;^^ 
Thus making efen^a love o^4re«s eottepiffe" ' ' 
To bring about the ob|&et you desire^- ' ii< • 
And wisely {ftcfngi, loo^'by IJeaming'S'Stdei- -• - 
Thatvititfiou^ love af«neatoess, fifiseai^<{ pride ! 
If this has been jtm aim, O then^believe ! 
More blest it is; ib gh^ tban Xw kre^eivel ' 
Nor can thes^' icMMren's hearl# a>jby Kuve known 
From gifts ^ffOfUI^/^&vtdftiably^iift y^ , 
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May your example^ and the joy you feel, 
Join'd with thid artless, but sincere appeal. 
And back'd by all the happy, youthful glee 
Which crowns this season of festivity,* 
Bring many more to jpUiy^Ur JJoQial band. 
And aid the accomplishment of all you've plann'd. 
May those who, as spectators, share the bliss. 
Looking with plea^re on a scene like this. 
Ere they withdraw, of their own bosoms ask^ 
Can we do nothing in this pleasing task? 
However small the boon conferr'd may be. 
If given from feelings of pure charity, 
Itcajtnot fkirto win its sure.reward. 
Since, « What is given the poor is lent the Lord !'* 

* This address was first circulated among' the subscribers, and 
others, attending a festival, with which the children of thisschocl 
were occasionally indulged. 



d by Google 



9£ 



YERSBS, 



JVS0S8TSB BT TBI VimVIAL OV AIT SnTAPB ZK BITAT CBimCB'-TiJD. 



When Siloam's tower in fra^eiiis 8trer#'il &e grmtod, 

And by ite fall spread awe and terror round; 

Think ye that they on whom the ruin fell, 

Were worse than those who livM their fate to tell? 

I say unto ye, nay! That righteq^s God, . 

Who rules the nations with his awful nod, 

Without whose knowledge not a sparrow dies. 

Looks not on such events with human eyes ; 

The bolt he hurls, by boundless mercy sped. 

Oft strikes the saint's, but spares the sinner's head; 

And while frail mortals scan effect and cause. 

His love pursues its own unerring laws ; 

Gives the glad saint his filial recompense. 

The sinner spares, perchance for penitence. 

What though the storm might rise, the clouds mij^t 

lower. 
And muttering thunders mark the vesper hour ; 
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What though the Uttle suppliant ni^t be taug|lt 

A fonn of faith, with numerous frriors traug^ti 

Yet Hs* whose eje is on fte heart alone. 

The guileless homagewof this child niight owh;^ - 

And, 'mid the terrors of a stormy even. 

Call, with approving smile, her soul to heaven! 

While simple Mary, innocently bold. 
With viHuous diligence her vespers told ; 
Who knows how many, votaries of a creed 
Which teaches purer faith in word and deed. 
With hands uplifted, but with hearts unmov'd, 
Frofffir'd their supplications unapptovM? 
Nay, they might even, when the stom was o'er. 
Shortsightedly this damsel's fate deplore ; 
And blindly deprecate her dreadful doom. 
Thus early crown'd with glorious martyrdom. 
Not so, sweet girl, would I, a nameless bard, 
Thy happy, holy destiny regard ; 
To me thou seem'st like one, who, early fit 
For heaven, and heaven alone, wert call'd to it; 
By piety and purity prepared. 
And by thy sacred destiny declared 
In God's all^seeing and unerring eyes, 
A spotless Lamb, most meet for sacrifice ; 
And, like Elijah's lot in olden time, 
I own thy end was sudden, but sublime ; 

K 
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The car ef 1^17, «lid ^ steeds of fire* 
Bore from ISislia's -mm Us Mmted sire: 
And unto thee, hj faallow'd five fnom he«re% 
The boon of tvimortilify inis given 1 . 

The epitaph which suggested the prece^g, is as foQovi : 

Here lies interred the Body of Mary (Sngleton* 

a young Maiden of this Parish^ aged nSne years* 

horn of Roman Cathofic Parents, and virtuously brought up; 

who, behig in the act of prayer, repeating her Vespers, 

was instantoneottsly kiUed by a Hash of UffiAmng, 

August letfa, 1785. 
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THE GALUO EAGLE. 



Fame's favourite mimon ! 

The theme of her story i 
How quail'd is thy pinion> 

How sullied its glory s 

Where blood flowM like water. 

Exulting it bore thee ! 
Destruction and slaughter 

Behind and before thee. 

Where glory was blushing. 
Thy flight was the fleetest; 

Where death's sleep was hushing, 
Thy slumber waa sweetest 

When broad-swords were clashing 
Thy cry was the loudest ; 

When deep they were gashing, 
Thy phime was ^ |isottdbs& 

But, triumph is over: 

No longer viqtorious, 
No more shalt thou hover. 

Destructively glorious ! 
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Far from fKe battle's shock, 
. Fate hath fast bound thee ; 
Chaiu'd to the rugged rock,^ 
Wav^s warring round thee* 

Instead of the trumpet^s sound. 
Sea-birds are shrinking ; 

Hoarse on thy rampart's bound. 
Billows are breaking. 

The standards which led thee 
Are trampled and torn now; 

The flatteries which fed thee. 
Are turn'd into scorn now. 

For ensigns unfurling. 

Like sunbeams in brightness ; 
Are crested waves curling, ' 

Like snow-wreaths in whiteness. 

Jio sycophants mock' thee 
With dreams of dominion ; 

But rude tempests'rock theej^ 
And ruffle thy pinion. 

Thy last flight is taken, 
Hope leaves thee for ever.; , 

And victory shall waken 
Thy proud spirit never ! 
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STANZAS 



ABDBS88SS 90 80MB miXirDB ttOIire TO TBI SIA-SIBI. 



Since Summer inTites jou to visit once more 
The haunts she most loves on the ocean's cool shore^ 
Where billows are foaming, and breezes are free. 
Accept at our parting one fiEurewell from me. 

I can easily picture the pleasures in view. 
Because before now I have sharM them with you ; 
But unable this season to taste them again* 
I must feast on such pleasures as flow from my pen. 

Let fancy then give me what fate h»» denied* 
And grai^tme at reasons tp ro^m by your side ; 
Nor will I repine while remembrance cani be 
Stillblest with the moments I've spent by the sea. 

The rnodde |t momiog, when iporning first wakes, 
And thiQ mn tl^rough the huze lil;^ a be^ooni^fire t^refil^a; 
Illuming to sea-ward tlie billows' white foain» 
And tempting the loiterer ere breakf^at to roam. 

k3 
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The stroli after breakfast, wken all are got out; 
The saunter, the lounge, and the looking about: 
The search after sheUs, and the eye glancing br^^t, 
If cornelian, or amber, should come in its sight 

Nor must I foi^t the last ramble at eve. 
When the splendours of daylight are taking their leare; 
When the sun's setting beams, with a tremulous motioi^ 
Are reflected far off on the hwom of ocean. 

This, this is the time, when I think I hare found 
The deepest delight from the scenery round : 
There's a freshness in morning's enjoyments, but this 
Brings with it a feeling of tenderer bliss. 

I remember an evening, though years are gone by. 
Since that evening was spent : to my heart and my eye 
It is present, by memory's magical power. 
And reflects back its light on this far distant hour. 

'Twas an evening the loveliest that Summer had seen, , 
The sky was unclouded, the ocean serene: 
The sun's setting beams so resplendently bright. 
On the billows were dancing like streamers of light 

So soothing the sounds were, which faintly I heard. 
They were sweeter than notes of the night-loving bird ; 
And so peaceful the prospect before me, it seem'd 
like a scene of delight of which fancy had dreatti'd. 
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There's a pensive e&jojment tiie pen cannot paint; 
There are feelings ivhich own that all language is faint; 
And such on that eve to my heart were made known. 
As I mus'd by the murmuring billows alone. 

But enough. — ^May your sea-side excursion fulfil 
Ereiy hope you have fonn'd^ be those hopes what they 

wQl; 
And may I, although absent; in fanpy create 
Those joys which on you in reality wait. 
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STANZAS 



oir ^ 



€|e ^tat^ of a f nenft. 

(Obiit 1st Mo. 9A, 1820.) 



We knew that the moment waul drawing nigh. 

To fulfil every fearful token; 
When the silver cord must loosen its tie. 

And the golden bowl be broken ; 
When the fountain's vase, and the cistern's wheel, 
Should alike to our trembling hearts appeal. 

And now shall thy dust return to the earth. 

Thy spirit to God who gave it; 
Yet affection shall tenderly cherish thy worthi 

And memory deeply engrave it. 
Not upon tables of brass or stone, 
But in those fond bosoms where best 'twas known. 

Thou shalt live in mine, though thy life be fled, 
For friendship thy name shall cherish; 

And be one of the few, and the dearly lov'd dead, 
Whom my heart will not suffer to perish e 

Who in loveliest dreams are before me brought, 

And in sweetest hours of waking thought 
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But oh ! there is one» with tearful eye. 
Whose fondest desires fail her ; 

Who indeed is afraid of that which is high. 
And fears by the way assail her ; 

Whose anguish confesses that tears are vain. 

Since dark are the clouds that return after rain ! 

May He» who alone can scatter each cloud. 

Whose love all feSar disfMlleth ; 
Who, though for a season his face he shrouda 

In light and glory dwelleth. 
Break in on that mourner's soul, from above. 
And bid her look upwards with holy loTe. 
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STANZAS 

ON THS COHTBK^ION OV THE TEWS* 



On this labour of love may a hlesting aMend ; 
May the Shepherd of Israel his Sakm befrieiuU 
And hasten that period* by profihets foretdcU 
When the stragglers of Judah shall rest in his fol4^^ 

for surely the time is approaching, when He 
Will set, in his love, the law's prisoners free ; 
And send them to feed in the ways of his grace, 
And find them a pasture in every hi^ place* 

Behold, they shall come from afar at his word. 
Which alike in tiie north and ilie west shall be heard ; 
His uplifted standard shall Sinim's land see. 
And a light to the gentiles his people shall be. 

Awaken, O Zion ! and put on thy strength. 
And array thee in beautiful garments at length ; 
Shake thyself from the dust, with the might of the stroi^ 
And cast off the bands which have bound thee so long. 
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The sons of the strangers thy walls shall rebuild ; 
Thj gates shall be open, thjr courts shall be lEUl'd : 
God once smote thee in anger, but now thou shalt see 
That He, in his favour, bath oiercjr on thee. 

The Lord, in his glory, upon thee shall rise ; 
The gentiles shall come to thy light with surprise ; 
And their kings shall rejoice thy bright rising to greet. 
When God shall make glorious the place of his feet. 

Then shall ye, poor wanderers ! no longer roam wide. 
For a greater than Moses your footsteps rshall guide ; 
Not unto the mount, where the trumpet once sounded. 
With blackness, and darkness, and tempest surrounded; 

But unto Mount Sion, the city of God, 
The courts of whose ten^les by angels are kod; 
To the church of the first-bom, recorded above. 
And the spirits -of just men, perfected by love. 

And to Him, whose new priesthood shall ever endure 
More powerful than Aaron's, more holy, more pure ; 
Who needeth not daily oblations to make. 
Having offer'd up freely himself for your sake. 

If the judgments of God on your fathers went forth. 
Who were deaf unto him that spake only on eorth ; 
refuse not the boon which would surely be given. 
Nor turn ye from Him who now speaketh froin heaven ! 
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THE IVY. 



ADSXIftSEO TO ▲ TOmrO FRIXSD. 



D08T ihou not loye, in the season of spring, 

To twine thee a flowery wreath, 
And to see the beautiful birch-tree fling 

Its shade on the grass beneath ? 
Its glossy leaf, and its silvery stem ; 
Oh dost thou not love to look on them ? 

And dost thou not love, when leaves are greenest 

And summer has just begun, 
When in the silence of moonlight thou leanest. 

Where glist'ning waters run. 
To see, by that gentle and peaceful beam. 
The willow bent down to the sparkling stream } 

And oh ! in a lovely autumnal day, 
When leaves are changing before ihee. 

Do not nature's charms, as they slowly decay. 
Shed their own mild influence o'er thee ? 

And hast thou not felt, as thou stdod'st to gaze. 

The touching lesson such scene displays ? 
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It shoold be thus, at m age like thine ; 

And it has been thus with me ; 
When the freshness of feeling and heart were mine;. 

As they never more can be : 
Yet think not I ask thee to pitj my lot^ 
Perhaps I see beauty where thou dost not» 

Hast thou seen» in winter's stormiest day. 

The trunk of a Minted oak. 
Not dead, but sinking in slow decay. 

Beneath time's resistless stroke. 
Round which a luxuriant ivy had grown. 
And wreath'd it with verdure no longer its own i 

Perchance thou hast seen this sight, and then. 

As I, at thy years might do, 
Pass'd carelessly by, nor turned again 

That scathed wreck to view : 
But now I can draw, from that mouldering tree, 
Thoughts which are soothing and dear to me. 

O smile not ! nor think it a worthless thing. 

If it be with instruction fraught ; 
That which will closest and longest clings 

Is alone worth a serious thought ! 
Should aught be unlovely which thus can shed 
Grace on the dying, and leaves not the dead P 

L 
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Now, in thy youth, beseech of Him 

Who giveth, upbraiding not. 
That his li^t in thy heart become not dim. 

And his love be unforgot ; 
And thy God, in the darkest of days, will be 
Greenness, and beauty, and strength to thee ! 
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VERSES 
€0 tge Jifietnorp of !^. S^urgr^* 

A |fBX£D or SUPXaiOX SKSOWltBim ANP XXTBAOBSIN^BT PIXTT. 



It is not length of jears which lends 
The brightest loveliness to those 

Whose memory with our being blends. 
Whose worth within our bosoms glow^. 

The age we honour standeth not 
In locks of snow, or length of days ; 

But in a life which knows no spot, 
A heart which heavenly wisdom sways. 

For wisdom, which is taught by truth. 
Unlike mere worldly knowledge, finds 

Its full maturity in youth. 
Its xokBg^ e'en in infant minds* 

Thus was this child made early wise, 
Wise as those sages, who, from far. 

Beheld, in Bethlehem's cloudless skies, ' 
The ChristiaB chuvch's gathering star. 
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What more could wisdom do for them» 
Than guide them in the path they trod ? 

And the same star of Be&lehem 
Hath led his spirit home to God \ 

Well may his memory be dear. 
Whose loss is still its sole alloy. 

Whose happy lot dries^every tear 
With holy hopes and humWe joy. 

" The brightest ^tar <»f morning's host/' 
Is that which jihin^s in twilight skies ; 

<' Scarce risen* in brighter beams '.tii lost/' 
And Tani9bes from mortal eyes. 

Its loss inspires a brief regret ; 

Its loveliQeM is ne'er forgot; 
We know full w^ll 'tis shining yet, y 

Although we may behold it not 

And thus the spirit which is gone. 
Is but absorb'd in glory's Maze ; 

In beaming brightness burning on. 
Though lost unto onr finite gasf • 

There are, who wftteh'd it to the la&t } 
There are, who ean forget ^t ne^er ; 

May these, when death's dark sIm^ is pi^» 
Partake wifli joy its light ietr cyov J 
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SViiS^AS 



to 



HELEN M M- 



Believe not that absence can banish 

The memory of moments gone by ; 
Could I deem they so lightly vould vanish, 

I should think on the past with a sigh. 
But thy image was never intended 

The source of one sorrow to be; 
For pleasure and hope are both blended 

In each thought which arises of thee. 



'Ti9 not love, as that passion is painted^ 

Its revival I never shall prove: 
For, long ere we two were acquainted, 

I had ceasM e'en to think about lov^. 
The attachment I fe^l is another, 

'Tis passion from penitence free ; 
And had I to choose as a brother, 

I would look for it sister in thee% 
l2 
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Thou need^Bt not, dear Helen, to doubt i 

When I fondly and frankly confess* 
That thought in this bosom about thee 

Is busier than Irords can express. 
And when such ideas are springing. 

They touch «iich a tone and a key; 
If my hand on my harp I am flinging, 

Its strings must be Tocal to thee. 



When the sun, in his rising from ocean* 

Foretels a bri^t day by his dawn; 
With eager and joyful emotion 

We exult in the beauties of mora. 
Such thine : be thy noontide the same too. 

And may age, from infirmity free. 
Calm, peaceful, as earth can lay claim to, 

In life's close, be still loTely in thee^ 



grant that the picture thus painted. 

The world may not wantonly mar ! 
Keep ihj soul in its whiteness untainted. 

And may innocence still be its star. 
Then, whatever the statiop asvgn'd thee, 

Though distant that station may be. 
The remembrance of friends left behind thee 

Shall ^ well with delight upoi^ liiee. 
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For affection bids distance defiance. 

Its ardour no absence can change; 
And the links of its holy alliance 

Can reach through creation^s vaftt range* 
Those links have so lovingly bound us. 

That, when thou art far over sea, - 
Thy image shall hover around us. 

And tenderly whisper of thee. 
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FANCY AND IMAGINATION. 



There is a pleasure, now and then, ii^ giving 

Full scope to Fancy and Imagination; 
And, for a time, to seem as we were living 
V In fearless, incorporeal exultation, 
' Amid sweei scenes of the mind's own creation. 
, Why should we not? We surely need not deem 
That man forgets the duties of his station. 
Because he cherishes the lovely gleam 
Thrown on life's thorny path by fancy's brilliant beam. 

No gift of God was given without its end ; 

And had it not been right that we should see. 
As through this world's bleak wilderness we wend. 

Beyond the reach of dull reality^ 
Imagination, fearless, fond, and free. 

Had not been given us. It ha»— 4md why? 
But to enable us at times to be 

Partakers of those raptures pure and high. 
Unearthly beings bring before our mental eye. 



d by Google 



lis 

The danger of such dear delights is this : 

Tis sweet to soar, but dreary to descend; 

To exchange for real bale, ideal bliss. 

And see the beauteous forms which round us blend 

In airy loveliness, no more befriend 

The heart they lighten'd^ yanishing afar ! 

True, it is painful ! but, think we to mend 

Our mortal destiny, or rather mar. 

By quenching in our minds each brightest, loveliest star? 

The Patriarch, who laid him down to rest. 

And saw in holy visions of the night, 

'Mid opening climds the angelic host cofifei^ 

Ascending and descending in his -sii^t. 

Those golden steps so ^kteriiigly bright. 

Which I«d from earth to htavea^^rom heavsn to earth ; 

Did he, repining at the momisg light, 

Arraign the Power which gave those phantoms birdi i 

No ! with adoring heart he humbly own'd tiieir worth* 

Oh, hallow'd Fancy! sweet Imagination! 

Although your blesungs unto me have been 

Not pure and unalloy'd ; my admiration. 

My love of you, is not the less, I ween. 

Still gild at intervals life's clouded scene ; 

And though your lofty ^ories bristly breaking 

On my mind's eye, be ** few and fiu: between,*' 

May I, in dreams at least, your powers partaking. 

Woo your sublime delights, and Uess yott en my waling. 
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PLAYFORD, 

A DBSCBIFTITE TSAOMEirT. — 1817.. 



Hast thou a heart to prove the power 

Of a landscape lovely, soft, and serene? 
60, when its fragrance hath left the 4ow«r, 

When tlie leaf is no longer glossy and green; 
When the clouds are careering across the sky. 
And the rising winds tell the tempest .nigh, 
^Though th^ slanting sunbeams are lingering still* 
On the tower's grey top, and the side of the hill : 

Then go to the village of Playford,.and see 
If it be not a lovely spot ; 

And, if nature can boast of charms for thee* 
Thou wilt love it,' and leave it not. 
Till the shower shall wum thee no longer to roam^ 
And then thou wilt carry its picture home ; 
To feed thy fancy when far away, 
A source of delight for a future day. 
Its sloping green is verdant and fair. 

And between its tufts of trees 
Are white cottages, peeping here and there, 

The pilgrim's eye to please: \ 



k 
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A white farm-house may be seen on its brow. 
And its grey old hall in the valley below. 

By a moat encircled round ; 
And from the left verge of its hill you may hear. 
If jou chance on a sabbath to wander near, 

A sabbath-breathing sound : 
'Tis the sound of the bell which is slowly ringing' 

In that tower, which lifts its turrets above 
The wood-fring'd bank, where birds are singing. 
And from spray to spray are fearlessly springing. 

As if in a lonely and untrodden grove ; 
For the grey church-tower is far over-head ; 

And 80 deep is the winding lane below. 
They hear not the sound of the traveller's tread. 

If a traveller there should chance to go. 
But few pass there, for most who come. 
At the belPs last summons have left their home. 

That bell which is tolling so slow. 
And grassy and green may the path be seen 

To the village church that leads ; 
For its glossy hue is as verdant to view 

As you see it in lowly meads. 
And he who the ascending pathway scales, 
By the gate above, and the mossy pales. 

Will find the trunk of a leafless tree. 
All bleak, and bfirren, and bare ; 

Yet it' keeps its station, and seems to be 
Like a silent momtor there ; 
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Though wasted and worn, it smiles in &e r&j 
Of the bright warm sun, on a sunny day ^ 

And more than once I have seen 
The moonbeams sleep on its barkless trank« 
As calmly and softly as ever they sunk 

On its leaves, when its leaves were green : 
And it seem'd to rejoice in their light the whil^ 
Reminding my heart of the patient smile 
llesigttati<»i can wear in the hour of grief. 
When it finds in religion a source of relief. 
And stript of delights which earth had given. 
Still shines in the beauty it borrows from heaven! 

But the bell hath ceas'd to ring ; 

And the birds no longer sing ; 
And the grasshopper's carol is heard no more ; 

Yet sounds of praise and prayer 

The wandering breezes bear. 
Like the murmur of waves on the ocean shore* 
All else is still ! but silence can be 

More eloquent far than speech ; 
And the valley below, and that tower and tree. 

Through the eye to the heart can reach. 
Could iht sage's creed, the historian's tale, 
Utter language like that of yon silent vide ? 
As it basks in the beams of the sabbath -day. 
And rejoices in nature's reviving ray ; 
While its outstretch'd meadows, and autumn-tingM trees 
Seem enjoying the sun, and inhaling the breeze. 
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And hath not that church a lovely look 
In the page of this landscape's open book i 
Like a capital letter, which catches ^e eye 
Of the reader, and say» a new chapter is ni^ ; 
So its tower, by which the horizon is broken. 
Of prayer, and of praise, a beautiful token. 
Lifts up its head, and silently tells 
Of a world hereafter, where happiness dwells. 
While that scathed tree seetrfs a link between 

The dead and the living ! — 'Tis barren aad bare, 
But the grass below it is fresh and green, 

Though its roots can find no moisture there : 
Yet still on its birth-place it lov€s to linger. 
And evermore points with its silent finger 

To the clouds, and the sun, and the sky so fair. 



M 
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VERSES 



TO BOME VBTSirSB BXTirBNIKO »ROX TBB SSA-SIBX. 



Forget not the moments 

I've wander'd with yon. 
When nature was gloriousi 

And beautiful too. 

When tiie dash of the billow 
That broke on the beach. 

Made loftier music 
Than science can reach. 

When the clouds sailing over 

The bright azure sky, 
LookM like structures of glorj 

That proudly pass'd by. 

When the breeze sweeping near us 

Seem'd life to impaii:. 
And each glowing sunbeam 

Shone into the heart. 
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O think of those moment^ . 

When home joa return ! 
And your social fire .blazing 

Before jou shall burn* 

While you, sitting by it. 

With many a smile. 
And sisterly conyerae. 

The hours shall beguile. 

Should fancy llien wander. 

As wander it vill. 
May it come bad^ avd tell yiNi , 

I think of you^stUL 

Should you, when 'tis starlight, 

Look out on the sky. 
And Jupiter's glory 

Flash full on your eye y^ 

Will you then remember 
How brightly he shone 

In your lone sea-side parlour. 
When daylight was gopel 

And we sat and watch'd him. 
As sun-like he beam'd ; 

While far, far beneath him 
The beacon-fire gleam'd. 
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Or, vrhen nigbts are stofiuy, 

And winter ^nds high. 
When the war af the elements 

Sweeps through the sky ;— 

Should it rouse jclu from siumbev. 

May memory lawake ; . 
And the sounds that disturb you 

Be sweet for itd-sake. 

Let their music remind you 

How awfully grand 
Was that of the wild waves 

On ocean's far strand ! 

Be the tone of the tempest 

Like that of the sea 
In its pauses of silence 

Give one thought to me ! 

Then turn on the pillow. 

And sleep until dawn ; 
And be health, peace, and happiness, 

Yours dn the mom. 
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TO 



All bail to thee! radiant ruler of night! 
Shedding round thee thy soft and thy silvery light; 
Now touching the hiU-to{i9, now threading tiie vak. 
Oh ! who can behold thee, nor bid thee all hail r 

The monarch of day more miyestic may be. 
When he rises in pomp on the verge of the sea; 
When, the clouds that have curtainM him slowly 

undrawn. 
His magnificence scatters the mists of the morn. 

His glory at noon may be greater than thine ; 
More splendid and Rowing his evening decline. 
When the hues of the rainbow illumine the west. 
And millions of happy birds sing him to rest. 

But not in his rbe, in his zenith, nor even 
When his parting effulgence irradiates half heaven; 
Though grand and majestic his glory be shown. 
Does he shine with a loveliness sweet as thy own. 

M 2 
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The pleasures, the cares, and the business of life 
Are ever with calm contemplation at strife ; 
And, abs(»i>'d in our selfish pursuits, we forget 
The sun and his glories, till after his set 



But Thou comest forth when the stir is subsicKng, 
Like an angel of light through the clear hearens ^ding ; 
As if to remind us, ere sinking to rest. 
Of worlds more delightful, of beings more blest. 

Through the path which thy Maker has trac'd thee on 

high, 
Thou walkest, in silence, across the vast sky ; 
Suns and worlds scattered round thee, though brilliant 

they be. 
Appear but like humble attendants on thee. 

All silent thyself! yet that stillness appears 
The signal for music, as sweet as the tears 
That th^ dews of the night o'er the landscape distil, 
Which, seen by thy bright beams, are lovelier still. 

For the softest of sounds shed their harmony round, 
More musical far in a calm so profound; 
The murmur of brooks, and the nightingale's song. 
And the sigh of the breeze, sweeping gently along : 
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These alone form thy orchestra ; yet, in the hour 
Of thy pensive dominion, and heart-touching power. 
Their exquisite magic seems fraught with a tone. 
To the music of gaudier dayii^t unknown. 



Roll on then, thou radiant ruler ^f night! 
Exult in thy empire, rejoice in th!y light $ 
Over mountain and valley, o'er ocean and isle, 
Pour down thy soft splendour, and lavish thy smile. 



For (hy splendour, undazzHng, aisd touchingly sweet. 
Is one that e'en soitow serenely can greet; 
And thy smile, glist'ning bri^t^n each dew drop, ap- 
pears 
Bringing hope from on high, forming rainbows in tears. 
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RECOLLECTIONS* 



All round was etiU and calm; the no^^ of mg^t 

Was fast approiM^hiog: up the unclouded sky 
The glorious moon pursued her path of light. 

And shed her silvery splendour far and nigh: 
No sound, save of the night-wind's gentlest sigh. 

Could reach the car; and that so softly blew. 
It scarcely stbrr'd, in sweeping Hghtiy by. 

The acacia's airy lidiage; faintly too 
It kisS'd the jasmine's stars which just below me grew. 

Before me, scatter'd here and there, were trees 

Whose massy outline of reposing shade. 
Unbroken by that faint and fitful breeze. 

With the clear sky a lovely contrast made : 
'Twas Nature, in her chastest charms array'd ! 

How could I then abruptly leave such scene ? 
I could not ; for the beauties it display'd 

To me were dearer than the dazzling sheen 
Of noon's effulgent hour, or morning's sparkling mien. 

• These verses were first suggested by, and indeed partly com- 
posed during, a long meditated visit at a friend's house. Those 
refisned to In it, the writer had once hoped to meet there. 
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Awhile in silent reverie I stood, 

Pensively gazing on the objects round ; 
And soon my mind, in contemplative mood^ 

Ahundant theme for meditation found ; 
And far beyond the shadowy visible bound 

Of my eye's glance did eager fancy fly ; 
Nor even Virtue on her flight tiien frown'd. 

But marked fa^ prioress witii approving eye, ^ 
For heav'n-ward was her course, her visions pure and high. 

They err, who calculate Timers silent pace 

By the mere lapse of minutes, or of hours $ 
Not even thought his printless step can trace. 

Which hastens onward, over tiKirns and flowers^ 
Nor cares for sun that shineS) or slfiMrm that lowers. 

'Twere wiser far in us to c#iint his flight 
By the improvement of i>ur mental powers. 

And by the store of suffering, or delight. 
Which cheers Life's fleeting day, or clouds Death's 
doming night. 

Oh, there are hours ! aye moments, that ccmtain 

Feelings, that years may pass and never bring ; 
Which, whether fraught with pleasure or with pain, 

Can hardly be forgot ; as if the wing 
Of time, while passing o'er, had power to fling 

A dark'ning shade, or tint of happier hue. 
To which fond memory faithfully should cling 

In after life: I felt, and own'd it true. 
While I stood still, and look'd npon that moonlight view. 
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I thought of some, who once beheld* like iEe» 

The peaceful prospect theu before me ^read; 
And its still loveliness appear'd to be 

One of those visions morning slumbers shed 
Upon the pensive mourner's pillowM head: 

Its beauties* less distinct, but &r mwe dear» . 
Seem'd to invoke the «faen^ and. the dead J , 

AmA bj some q^U to bring the former near. 
Although it could not call tiie latter from thnr aphcre. 

Nor did I wish itr— No» dear Maht ! no : 

How could I ever wish thou shouldst resign. 
For any bUss this being can bestow, 

Pleasures eternal, deathless, and divine : 
Yet, when I saw the pale moon ceUlj diine 

On the same paths4md turf whicih thou hadat trod, 
Forgive my vain n^;ret !<— Yet, why repine ? 

Its beams sleep sweetly <m tiiy peaceful sod. 
And thou thyself hast sought thy Fatsbh, and thy 
God! 

For thou wert numbered with the *« pure ih H£AB!r," 

Whom Christ pronounced blessed ! and to thee, 
When thou wast summoned from this world to. part. 

We well may hope the promis'd b6on woiild be 
Vouchsaf 'd in mercy,"-^that thy soul should see 

Him, whom the angelic hosts of heaven adore; 
And from each frailty of our nature free. 

Which clogg'd Ihat gentle spirit heretofore; 
Exulting, sing His praise, who lives for evermore ! 



d by Google 



Farewell ! th<m lov*d and gentle one, farewell ! 

Tfaon hast not liv'd in vain, or died for nought ! 
Oft of thy worth survivors' tongues shall tell. 

And thy long-cherishM memory shall be fraught 
With many a Aeme of fond and tender thought. 

That shall preserve it sacred. What could years, 
Or silver'd locks, of added good have brought 

Unto a name like thine f Even the tears 
Thy early death has caus'd, thy early worth endears ! 

Mix'd with Ihy memory, in that moonlight scene. 
Came thou^ts of one still living here below, 
^ Who had thy Hster-like companion been. 

When irst I metyou both, long, long ago; 
And all &e pleasure which I us'd to know 

In your society, to my mind's eye 
RevivM again, tingM with a bri^ter glow 
Of fseling than it wore in days gone by; [die. 

Like some delightful dream, whose influence could not 

I tum'd me to past hours, rememberM yet. 

When we together walk'd the ocean shore ; 
What time the sun in hues of glory set. 

What time the waves obeyM the winds no more, 
And music broke, where thunder burst before : 

I thought of moments when we turn'd the page 
Of Scotia's Shepherd Bard, and lingered o'er 

His sample pictures of an earlier age, 
Kilment's * heav'nly trance, The Abbot's pilgrimage. 

• Vide « The Queen's W^ake,"a Poem by the Ettrick Shepherd. 
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These Recollections still have charms for me. 

And (oar their sake, my lovely friend, wilt thou 
Pardon me, if thine eye tins pi^ should see. 

The expression of my feelings Ithen, and now : 
So may the breeze which fans thy SiaTsn's brow 

Bear healing on its wings ! and when for home 
Once more your, bark shall ocean's surface plough 

May your bright eyeB, around you as they roami 
Tell that your hearts are lightas ocean's feathery foam. 

Thou too, young Bride ! thine image pass'd me by, 

While looking on a spot to thee so dear. 
It scaixely could be left without a sigh,. 

Though Love had conquerM vain, foreboding fear : 
I thought of thee ; and hope, and faith were near. 

And whisper'd tidings of thy future fate 5 
They told me too, that feelings cherishM here^ 

Should on life's after pr<^ress love to wait* 
And gild with happiest hues thy hymeneal state* 

Then, shouldst thou cast a retrospective glance 

On thy late home, may its lov'd memory seem 
Thy present pleasures only to enhance. 

By flinging from the past a vivid gleam 
Of brightness, like some welUremember'd dream, 

Which charms us when we wake to sober bliss : 
Still be life's earliest ties a tender theme. 

Dear to affection ; and thou shalt not miss» 
Ta any earthly home, enjoyment found in this. 
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But why pursue to Memory's utmost scope 

Her ^ Recollections ?'' Here then let them end. 
Peace to the deadi And oh ! may blissful hope 

Wait on the image of each apaent friend ; 
That so with our adieus may sweetly blend 

The pleasing prospect of a future day. 
When the last parting shall but seem to lend 

To our re-union a still brighter ray, [away. 

Like the sun's newborn beams, when night has past 

Frail is that friendship; that affection cold 

Whose transient influence is limited 
To the brief hour in which we can behold 

Their faces whom we love ; and then is fled 1 
The sweetest drops twhich Providence hath shed 

Into my cup of life have ever flown 
From the remembrance of the moments sped. 

With those whom I hold dear; and joys tiien known 
On solitary hours their ^somUight haye thrown* 

And therefore are they, in my inmost heart. 

As the deep waters of a hidden well ; 
Whose living freshness have a power to ioapart 

Far more than e?en the poet's page can teH. ^ 
Of pure enjoyment inexhaustible, . 

Valued beyond old ocefin's rarest.gem; ;, 
Nor, while I feel my grateful.bosom'swell 

With feelings they cmifer, can I condemn 
Myself, for having thus in song recorded tiiem! 
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STANZAS, 



10 AW AVFECTioirA'rs Airs nova parsht, oir the Idsath or i 

OBILO. 



When good old Jacob moum'd his child* 

How bitter were the tears he shed ! 
With garments rent, in anguish wild. 

He sorrow'd for his Joseph dead- 
He iftourn'd his hopes for ever fled. 

And said that, even to his tomb. 
Grief should bow down his aged head 

For Joseph's melancholy doom. 

But hark! what sounds salute my ear? 

Sorrow inspires the artless lay; 
A pious parentis frequent tear 

Laments her Joseph snatch'd away. 
But, though to deepest grief a prey, 

She humbly strives to kiss the rod ; 
She owns the debt that all must pay. 

Nor doubts the justice of her God. 
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But let us not toe harshly blame 

The good old patriarch's aogaiah aore ; 
Well might his much-lov'd Josej^ claiBi 

A father's sorrow when no more: 
Nor can the proud, the boasted lore 

Of this refin'd, enlighten'd age. 
A mother's lost delights restore, 

A mother's natural grief assuage. 



What flakes the difference P Orace alone ; 

'Tis grace divine, with cheering raj. 
Hath made a brighter prospect known*^ 

Hath usherM in a happier day. 
The patriarch trod his weary way, . 

No gospe^l sun had dawn'd on him ; 
Twas his At twilight's hour to stray. 

When truth'^B clear lamp shone pale and^dim^ 



Tet eym l^en the still small yoice». 

Assumiiig a prophetic tone. 
Oft bade bis trembling heart rejoice 

In scenes unreil'd to faith nIlMie, . 
By faith's pure influence made his own: 

With humUe gratitude inspir'd. 
He blest the. gloiriotts light that ^ome 

On JudAh, md m Ikope ex^rM». 
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The patriarch'^ hn^, tfae propke^s tlnn^ t - 

The ffioas Chmtiaii's hsatt-fdt joy 
At leii[[^ is c^afteHts-mafeUess'ifche^ 

Hath been prMkibi'it from kenren 00 big|h : 
Light, life, «h1 iJRHMrtalitf 

Now shine t^^Mi^^ lieyond' Ab tomb 
The Christian'^ ir^sba can descry ' 

A blissfuli^iat, a tranquil 1 



And irtlif thou; Chmtinrl ihiss lannt 

(Like Jmn irhM« eirery hope is fbci,y • 
When4i&'8 dvort fevensh day la q>eiitw 

Those whom it numbers witii &e dead? 
No, rather lift tky wtarykeaii^ 

Raise from the dustt&y tearfol ciye. 
When nature's pioaa dreper are skei^ 

Let fiiith her oovdiid cup appfy* 



For thee, who pomi^MrAj^ plaiviii«r riHB% 

Lament no more tby Jo8«pk?0 ilighi: 
From scencfli of socaroafry ain, tmi paiur 

To realnurnf endlessvptt'edd^kt 
At times «haAl buvst upon Iky sigkt 

A seraph f^-m, thy griefs to eafm. 
Scattering,, from pinions d»Z2llDg brig^t^ 

Kind drop8«f C(BmJ!*» ledkig bafaiw 
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Hoveriog .«ii8eei» thy ste^s arotmd 

Its soothii^.v^ce 'shall greet thy ear; 
Shall tell what blessings stQl abound* 

And gently chide the falling tei^* 
A husband's sympathy sincere 

In griePs dark hour some stay may prove f 
One hopeful pledge is left to xheer : . « 

Thy closing days with filial lon^ . 



Thine too that gentle soothing aid 

Which friendship yields the wounded heart: 
Does pining grief tiiy breast invade ? 

Let willing friendship bear her part 
Do pensive tears unbidden start. 

As memory brings the past to view ? 
Let faithful friendship's blameless art 

Share every pang» and heal it too. 



But friendship soon or late must prove* 

On earth at least, a fleeting dream } 
Both conjugal and filial love 

May shed a bright but transient beam.* 
When these decay, and life would seem 

A barren waste, a gloomy void ; 
Then, what a source of bliss supreme 

Is found in talents well employ'd. 
v2 
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Thine is that Mt«i t «i«ii oh! whtff MMe 

For heort-fek gratttude in iMnt t 
In death'» Ar^ h^r the heart'^ appUitte 

Can yield a pleasure half ditine* 
If at that hour unclouded sliine 

That path which all the just tiate tfoft. 
The 6oal with rapture ^all resi^ 

Its hopes and feaa^i^ iM frf to 6od. 
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<*THE HEAVEN WAS CLOUDLESS/^ 



The heaven wad cloudlesB, the beeati was tst\m. 
For the breeze which blew o'er it scarce ruffled its 
breast; 

Not a sight, not a sound, that might waken alarm, 
Could the e je or the ear of the wanderer molest. 

As I roam'd on the beach, to my memory rose 
The bliss I had tasted in moments gOne by ; 

When my soul could rejoice in a scene of repose. 
And my spirit exult in an unclouded sky. 

I thought €^ the past ; and while thinkiilig, tht kamb 
Came uncatl'd to my lips, but no language it found ; 

Tet my heart felt how dear, and bow haUow'd its claim, 
I could, think, though my tongue dar'd not utter a 
sound. 

I did not forget how with thee I had paced 
On the shore I now trod, and how pleasant it seem'd ; 

How my eye then sought thine, and how gladly it traced 
Every glance of affection which nddly it b^m'd. 
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The beginning and md of our lores were befinre me i 
And both touched a chord of the tenderest tone ; 

For thy spnuT, then near» shed its iniuence o'er me» 
And told me that still thou wcrt truly my own. 

Tes9 I thought at the moment, (how dear was fhe 
thought!) 
That there still was a union which death could not 
breal^j 
And if with some sorrow the feeling was frau^t,. 
Yet even that sorrow was sweet for thy sake. 



Thus musing on thee, every object around 
Seem'd to borrow thy sweetness to make itself dear ; 

Each murmuring wave reach'd the shore with a sound 
As soft as the tone of thy voice to my ear. 



The lights and the shades on Hie surface of ocean, 
SeemM to give back the glimpses of feeling and grac^ 

Which once so expressively told each emotion 
Of thy innocent heart, as I gaz'd on thy face. f 

And, when I lookM up to the beautiful sky. 
So cloudless and cdim ; oh ! it harmoniz'd weU 

With the gentle ex(»-ession which spoke in that eye. 
Ere the curtain of death on its loveliness fell ! 
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How proud is tiie prize which th j virtaes have won* 
When their memory alone is so precious to me. 

That tiiis world cannot give, what my soul would not 
shun. 
If it tore from mj breast the remembrance of theb! 
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VERSES 

TO ▲ Towe f uum. 



Ir, long ere this^ no lay of mine 
Has been to thee devoted ; 

'Tifi not because such worth as thine 
Has idly pass'd unnoted. 

To charms more transient, tribute due 
I oft have cheaply chaunted ; 

And auburn locks, or eyes of blue. 
Hare gain'd what folly wanted ! 

To beauty's song and beauty's smile 
My muse has homage render'd. 

And unto many a trifling wile 
Some trifling meed has tender'd. 

In praising such, my short-liv'd song 

Didallthatldesir'dit: 
It liv'd, perchance, about as long 

As that whick first iiupir'd i^ 
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Not tfttchy my frieiid) the song for tbee : - 

Did I that lyre inherit, 
Which CowpeR woke, its strings should be 

Responsive to thy merit. 

8till, such a wreath as I can twine^ 
Thy virtues well hav€ won thee ; 

Could I an apter one assign, 
I'd gladly place it on thee* 

Thou art not one whose path has beea 
Strew 'd but with summer roses; 

With sky above of blue serene, 
Which never storm discloses. . , 

Who tread such paths, with graceful glee. 
May cull what clusters round them:. 

And, fading, may to memory be. 
Just like the flowers' that crown'd them» ^ 

But, in the bloom of youth to tread 
As through a desert dreary ; 
^ With much to harass heart and head, 
And many a care to weary; 

With much to jar each mood of joy. 
With much to tease and try thee. 

With many a duty to employ 
Each hour that4)asse8 by thee; 
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So circnoBitaikcMt to cnliinite 
Each Sower that leisure grseea^ 

And &U8 to find, in spHe of fate» 
Sweet spots in desert places^ 

To do all thb, yet still to be. 

In social life, a woman. 
From half thy sex's follies ffiree^ 

Is merit far from common. 

Nor think this flatiet^ t I^v« been tau^ 

One maxim worth receiving, 
Which every piussing day has brought 

Fresh motive for believing : 

That flattery no excuse can find ! 

'Tis loath'd as «oon as tasted. 
When offered to a well-taught mind ; 

And on a fool 'tid wasted! 
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STANZAS, 



CO](P08£B VTBILt WAIKIKG ON THIS WARBXIT ET£L* SA&KT OX A ' 

suhheb's Mournre. 



LoNBiY and low is thy dwelling-place now, 
On which the bright sunbeams are dawning ; 
But oh ! I remember the moments when thou 
Wast as blythe as the breeze of the morning. 

Silent and sad is the place of thy rest. 
Where thou sleep'st the last slumber decreed thee ; 
But well I remember, when warm was that breast. 
How few in gay mirth could exceed thee. 

• The Warren Hill is an einiaence near Woodbridge, com- 
manding a view of the river Deben and part of the town of 
VFoodbridge. It is perhaps one of the pleasantest walks in the 
vicinity: just below it is the Barrack burial-ground, in which a 
solitary tomb-stone is erected to the memory of W. H. Finnic, 
Esq. several years Barrack-Master of the Gairison at that place : 
a man no le«s respected for the uprightness of his character, than 
beloved for his social qualifications. 
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Yet, rest in thy mansion ! sleep quietly on : 
There was nought in that mirth which should cost thee, 
Or those who best knew thee, one sigh now thou^rt gone; 
Were it not that too early we lost thee. 

Thine was not the laughter which leaves us more sad ; 
Unnatural, unheeded, unglowing; 
'Twas a gush of enjoyment, which seem'd to be glad 
To get loose from a heart overflowing. 

But 'tis not the memory of moments of mirth. 
Which thy claim to remembrance now gives thee ; 
Their light is obscurM by the grave ! but thy worth. 
In spite of Hie grave, still outlives thee* 

Thy sterling integrity, candour, and sense. 
Thy benevolence, frank and warm-hearted. 
Which sham'd the professions of empty pretence j 
These live, though thy life has departed. 

And long shall they lend to thy lonely tomb, 
A glory like that the sun grants us ; 
Whenthe clouds he hath set in have lost all their gl<)0ift> 
'AndTa beautiful twilight enchants us* 

8th Mo. 4th, 18ir. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Like one who, fruitlessly perchance. 

Engraves his name upon a tree» 
In hopes to win a casual glance, 

And woo remembrance still, when he 
A distant wanderer may be : 

Thus have I claim'd a page of thine : 
Be it but reckoned worthy thee. 

And 1 9hall proudly own it mine. 

Ist Ifo. 5tb, 1618. 
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THE ADIEU, 

TO ▲ vUBirD LKAYine suYroiK. 



Farewell! and oh! if aught of grief 
Shall mingle with thy last adieu. 

May it at least afford relief. 
That those tiiou leav'st partake it too. 

Though weeks have pass'd uncoanted by, 

^Thy presence has not taught us yet 
To feel, with thee, satiety ; 
Or part with thee, without regre^ 

But, in exact proportion to 

Our past enjoyments — ^present pain. 
Arises, while we bid adieu ! * 

The hope that we shall me«t again. 

Is it not meet it thus should be. 

That light and shade should mingle thus j 
When we must lose a friend like thee. 

And thou, awhile, must part from us ? 
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Tes» surelj.— -Nor could friendship ask 
A stronger test, her power to tell. 

Than, that it should be felt a task, 
A painful one> to say farewelll 

Yet not a painful one alone ; 

For our regrets a pledge shall give. 
That days and hours, too swiftly flown. 

In cherish'd memory long shall live. 

Then let our parting hour befit 

The happy ones ihat we have spent; 

Though grave, let grief not darken it 
With aught like thankless discontent. 

'Tis something to have shar'd so much 
Of joy, that Friends alone can know : 

'Tis more to feel we part as such. 
Aye ! renderM more than ever so. 

But oh! it is more soothing still. 
To feel a fond hope, when we sever. 

Absence can not affection chill. 
And we may meet more dear than ever. 



o2 
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TUB 

I 

MOTHER^S LAMENT. 



Pale and cold is the cheek that mj kisses oft pressM, 
And quench'd is the beam of. that bright-sparkling 
eye: 

For the soul, which its innocent glances confessed. 
Has flown to its God and its Father on high. 

No more shall the accents, whose tones were more dear 
Than the sweetest of sounds even music can make. 

In notes full of tenderness fall on my ear; 
If I catch them in dreams, all is still when I wake ! 

No more the gay smiles that those features displayed. 
Shall transiently light up their own mirth in mine : 

Yet, though these, and much more, be now cover'd ip 
shade, 
I must not, I cannot, and dare not repine. 

However enchantingly flattering and fair. 

Were the hopes, that for thee, I had ventured to bnild^ 
Can a frail, finite mortal presume to declare 

That the f utiv* those hopes would have ev^r fulfill'd ? 
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In die world thou hast left, there is much to allure ^ 
The most innocent spirit from virtue and peace* 

Hadst thou liy'd, would thy own have been equally 
pure, « 

And guileless, and happy, in age's increase P 

Temptation, or sooner, or later, had found thee : 
Perhaps had seduc'd thee from pathways of light: 

Till the dark clouds of vice, gathMng gloomily round 
thee, ^ 

Had enwrapt thee for ever in horror and night. 

But now, in the loveliest bloom of the soul. 
While thy heart yet was pangless, and true, and un- 
stain'd ; 

Ere Ihe world one vain wish by its witcheries stole. 
What it could not confer, thou for ever hast gained 5 

Like a dew drop, kiss'd off by the sun's morning beanij 
A brief, but a beauteous existence was given; 

Thy soul seem'd to come down to earth, in a dream» 
And only to wake when ascended to heaven ! 
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STANZAS 



DEATH OF THE FBINCESS CHABLOTTE. 



Farswelx* to the hopes which the nation has cherish'd! 

To the visions of glory, now vanish'd in gloom ! 
To the prospects that dawn'd, and for ever have peiish'd! 

Te the feelings we fosterM, now chill'd in their hlomoi 

The oak of our fathers, which once flourish'd proudly. 
And struck deep its roots, and its branches spread 
wide; 
Which Usten'd unmov'd, when the tempest roar'd 
loudly. 
No longer exults in its prosperous pride. 

Its stem, struck by lightning, has long since been 
shiver'd; 

All its earliest boughs of their beauty been shorn ; 
And fate's stern decree has to death now delivered 

The last sapling shoot which way'd bright in the mom! 
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Not with lingering decline, or by gentle gradation, 
Did its loTeliness wither^— its leaves drop away ; 

At sunset it seemM all secure in its station. 

And was torn from its stem ere the dawning of day 

But, adieu to such images !— Ours is a sorrow. 
Which can find in no image of fiction relief; 

.^Jld the depth of its anguish forbids us to borrow 

From the bard's brightest fancies a balm for our grief* 

No ! Charlotte, we need not be taught to deplore thee 
By the poet's warm page, or the orator's arts; 

For the high hopes of thousands, who now sorrow o'er 
thee ; 
Had long tum'd to Thee in their innermost hearts. 

There are .those who, at seasons, with f(md expectation, 
To the future look'd forward; and fiincied, in thee 

Might yet be fulfill'd every wish of a nation. 
Both generous and faithful, both loyal and free. 

And well does each bosom's high throbbing emotion 
Refute the base cant of the sycophant slave. 

Who would brand, as deficient in loyal devotion. 
An empire which mourns o'er thy premature grave* 

But it is not as Britons and patriots only 
That we publicly grieve : other feelings must glow 

In the hearts of the lovely, the lov'd, and the lonely; 
And thoughts the most tender our nature can know. 
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Oh! many a mother, bat yesterday folding 

Her lovM infant close to her bosom with joy» 
Believ'd with delight, her own cherub behdding. 

That such would, ere long, be thy blissful employ. 

But note! while the drops in her gentle eye glisten. 
From the babe on her breast, for one moment forgot 

She looks silently up, with reluctance to listen 
To the faltering tongue which relates thy sad lot 

Farewell ! and when History, telling thy story 

To Britons unborn, shall thy destiny speak. 
They may turn from the record of grandeur and glory. 

With a sigh on each heart, and a tear on each cheek. 

And those of this age, while on earth they outlive thee. 

Shall, deeply regretting thy too early doom. 
With feeUngs of angubh that pure homage give thee. 

Which retires from die Txkokb^ to repose on the 

Tomb! j 
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SLEEP. 



What is it that stilk.the ^f^ of sorrow^ 

And forbids ber tears to flow ?«<— 
That allows the desolate-hearted to borrow 

A transient relief from wo ? 
It is thou, sweet Sleep ! O thea listen to me ! 
Be it but in thj dreams, while I sing of Hiee* 

Could I embody the thoughts which now 

Pass my soul's living tablet over. 
No being more lovely and fair than thou. 

Before mortal eye could hover ; 
Not deathly and pale, like a spectre stealing 
On the slumb'rer, whose eyes thy power is sealing;— i- 

Bttt a form full of beauty, of joy, and grace. 

And features with kindness bright. 
Such as Raphael would love to trace ; 

A creature of glory and light. 
With a silvery cloud, to chasten each hue 
Too radiant else, should ari|e to view. 
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With angel eye, and a brow that never 
Had been other than meekl j calm ; 

And lips which a soft smile seems to seyer» 
Such as shed round a soothing charm ; 

With a step more light than zephyr's sigh. 

Would I paint thee« in loveliness passing by. 



Such could I fancy thee> roving far * 
Beneath the pale moon's glistening beam ; 

Or the fainter light of heaven's fairest star. 
Attended by many a shadowy dream : 

Those purer visions, in mercy giveii 

To slumbering souls, when they dream of heaven ! 

By an infant's couch I behold thee sit. 
Its widow'd parent's earthly treasure ; 

And over its features, like sunshine, flit 
Bright gleams of half-unconscious pleasure : 

Smiles of a spirit that knows ho fears, 

Such as belong not to after years. 

And then to its parent, disconsolate-hearted 
But for that cherub, thou tum'st ; and lo ! ' 

The undried tear, which perhaps had started 
Before those eye-lids could slumber know. 

Like a dew-drop at morn is exhal'd, in the union 

Of souls, still mingling in blest communion* 
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And last, to the bed of some djing sainf, 
I can fancy thee gliding with noiseless foot. 

Who, worn out with anguish, and ready to fain^ 
Ere thou drew'st nigh, was patiently mute.: 

Thou comest ; and straight on' his elosing lid» 
' Falls a spell, that protracted pain forbids. 

As soon as his eyes soft slumbers seid. 
He forgets all the anguish he felt before; 

And the glory'his faded feati|res reveal 
Tells whither his thoughts exulting soar: 

He seems to have cast off his mortal array, 

^ And walks in the light of a sunless day.^' 

Must he awai^^ u|K>n ^uih, to prove 
The vision but cheated? O ! rather say. 

That Hej who is goodness, compassion, and lov«, 
Permits him in slumber to pass away ; 

AxA a}l in that dream he could feel or see, 

Js his through a blissful eternity ! 
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STANZAS 



TO 



WILLIAM BfiSCOE^ £a<t 



When first, like a child irailding Ikottset wM*eftrA»> 

I mimick'd the lalMMirfr 6f Mlier fmrdtl ; 

Though flie hbrits I btiil^ felt eftch breaiAi that etme 

near, * 

Thy smiles taught me hope, and thy praise bamebM fear. 

Thou didst not reprove with an Aristarch's pride : 
Or unfeelingly chill, or uncandidly chide ; 
It was not in thy nature with scorn- to regard 
The fresh-breathing hopes of an untutor'd bard. 

Thou knew'st, whether Fame crown'd his efforts or not, 
That his love of the Muse might enliven his lot ; 
That poesy acts like a magical charm ; 
And in seasons of care it can silently, calm. 



d by Google 



U5 

It might winliiiii no wealth, jet its treasure would add 
To the store of his mind, what would make the heart 

glad; 
That the feelings and thoughts its enchantments can 

cherish. 
Are too precious, too pure, and too lofty to perish. 

Then accept of my thanks ! • Aey are justly thy due ; 
And forgive me for seeking once more to renew 
A claim pronounc'd sacred, with being begun. 
By the Father once own'd, and bequeath'd to the Sob.. 
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APREAM. 



Thou art not one of the living nov ; 

And yet a form appears 
At times before me» such as thoa 

In days of former years: 
It rises, to my spirit's sight. 
In thoughts by day. in dreams by night* 

Nor can I choose, but fondly bless 

A shade, if shade it be. 
Which, with such soft expressiveness. 

Recalls one thought of thee: 
I own it, in itself, ideal ; 
Its influence o'er my heart is real. 

I grant that dreams are idle things. 

Yet have I known a few. 
To which my faithful memory clings; 

They seem'd so sweet and true. 
That, let who will the fault condemn-. 
It was a grief to wake from them* 
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Oiie8^^aiii|rtoleljiA.tliebf«f»'r . 

To nightly slmnl^r-Uae I 
It pictured fortli aa fdkj bowart 

To fanicjr't mf tur'd view ; 
It had not qmeh of manrtila atnmgt^ , : . 
Nor aaghlc^f frUd Mil li^ii«wt tikMsej 



But all seem'd maU^Aje! «% «ii»di^ . 

As now the p^i|^ I trao^ .(. 

Ispalpabl^t^aiBhtaadtourii; ' 

Then how conld dfltudyt have plftc« I > 
Tet was I not from <Mbi exempt. 
But i^i njsi^f if 0ti|^{ dr^«t 



Even il^«a jif Aie«M 1» uiMt^ 
Had much» Aoo^nMich oi dear««iUifl% 

Though not enough t^. ^hUtt ft 
I knew the tteion ifii|^iio4; aM/r 
And jet I blesa'd Ma tl«Baii#iit fwfijr* 



But oh» % loofcl4«4t'9fai Mt^Biv 
That earthly feature* #etr r ' 

Nor was it aught ta fear or JhuA* 
As fancied j(P0Clre0 are t 

'Twas gmtA^; fm% kmAp^mAoml^ti^^ 

Tet fall oflMMTiiay'tiiMttviMWgU - /^ 
p 2 
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One thing wii 9Mb^4^i4^\kHt4i>mit '" 
We were not long ftlbiiei ' »' 

But man J more were cii^n^ iheei ' 
Whom thou on earth'haddl faioWn c 

WhogeemVlasgreetii^iiiy'yetiitiii' •• 

from wMtte ttiriaMwiii^i(iMii0tB!Mfot^ 

To them tlKra 'Wait, tfSiMierbM i < 

Whom on this earHi?^ lonr^j: ' 

I marrellM much ^ey IwoAd not %k^ 
Thou ciime^fhrHi abbte':' " 

And often to myMlf I mM, 

«* How can ihhf thus Ipprokch the 4eaa6^ 

But though all th^^, wMi'lbninesb wtittf. 

Said, " Weldme !»^* o^^md^'er. 
Still that «xpi<Birive «hide^ orfenm, # 

WassUent, a0lMifei<e! . 
And yet its etilMess tt€lt^v bitraght 
To them onK hesitating thoogUt ^ 1 - < 

JonlyknewdiaeasihoatPMf/ . 

A being not of caHh i 
Yet had I not the power to tEert . - 

My voice to check their, mktlH : . 
For blamed mirlh wiM 4Mfl^ tftlBfil 
Once more, a&MiiAtfri«?'d'ai4h«l<;:v 
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And CM> apart from all I stood« 
Till tears, though not of grief, 

AiTorded, to that speechless mood, 
A soothing, calna r«l|ef : , 

And, happier than if speech were free« 

I stood, and watched thaeisUentlj! 



I watch'd thee t&lentlj, and while 

I mus'd on days gonHbj, 
Thou gav'st me one celestial smil^— 

One look that cannot ylie« 
It was a moment worthy yeai:? ! 
I woke, and found mysell' in tears^ 



In tsKfft; but mi/sadi tearS'as hU 

From sormw^ wuking eye f 
Kor such as iow> at feeling's cidl 

From woman's^— >Mine are dry ; 
Save when they melt with soft'ning bliss 
And ti>Te, in some such dream as this ! 
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STANZAS, 

H A 



Would I deck truth in fiction's gracefiil dreamt 
Easj it were fpr votary of the Nine 
To find, in fair creiMion'9 lovelineM^ . 
Apt emblems of a life and death like thine. 

The first, a streanifet sestlmtig» thMigk iiOMCB; 
Its silent virtues, well might represeirt ; 
The last, a light clead, lovely and-vetreM* 
Yiew'd on the Terge ef a hri^ firjiriftncat. 



But these are poer comparisons^^T^e stre^^ ; < 
One summer's radiance may for ever dry; 
The cloud, so beauteous in the sunset's gleam* 
May be forgotten in night's starless sky. 

Not so with thee ; thy memory long shall live* 
Through starless nights, through dark and distant days ; 
Thy virtues ! 'twere more fitting ihey should give 
Impulse to imiMion, than to fraiae* 
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Indeed, ihej were not thine J That gentleness. 
That patient Fesignaiion*— kindness— truth; 

That candour— sympathy with all distress. 
And quiet cheerfulness, surpassing youth;"— 

That self-forgetfulness^ — ^unbounded love: 
These were not thinei ihough ^oa wert lov'd for thein ; 

Thou knew'st they were but lent thee from above. 
This JcQoiwledge ifM tkeyr. crown. immI. diadem! 

Thou art no longer of this world: and even 

While yet its path of flowers and'thorns was trod 

By thee, thy " conversation was in heaven,'' 
Where thy pure spirit now beholds its Qod! 

2d Mo, 54J>,5 1920. ',;.-. . . 
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TO 



#tt t|e^eat| of W oiA? ^^> 



The hand of the Highest, who wounde1)i» ean h^ 
Every pang that the keenest affliction may feel: 
And thongh misery's cup may be filPd to its l»im. 
It can be endur'd, through obedience to Him. 

I grant that the stroke which has laid thy hopes low 
Is perhaps the severest that nature can know; 
If hope but deferr% may cause sickness of heart. 
How dreadful to see it for ever depart! 

Yet, even in this hour of unutterable grief. 

Religion and reason may whisper relief. 

If the sufferer confide in the goodness of God, 

Who withholds not his seoj^"^, when he strikes with his rod. 
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Though ih^ worth of the dead may at present bat be 
A source of additional angaish to thee ; 
Yet a period may come, when that woHh shall awake 
A sonl -soothing sadness, beloved for his sake. 

Then arise ! like the monaixh of Jndah, repair 
To the house of the Lord, humbly worship him there ; 
And may love of thy lost-one instruct thee to learn 
That thou may'st go to him, though he cannot return. 
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ftttncmuT uois AmcxiovATi^T mcBxaio to 4 PBonaixoHu 



Thou art not one of those, who, by retreating 

Far from the tamalt of life's buay throng. 
Have fosterM feelings, fair; but, oh how fleeting!-^ 

Fraught with delight to every child of song: 
Tet should I do thee, sure, ungrateful wrong. 

Did I not feel a poet's warmest pride 
In styling thee my patron; since among 

The few, whose partial smiles have hope supplied, 
Thine, dear for friendship's sake, have never been de- 
nied. 

Yet when at first I met *hee, (pardon me, 

I did not know thee then as now I do,) 
I scarcely dar'd to hope that there might be 

One rallying point between us : well I knew. 
By common fame, thy life to honour true ; 

Integrity unquestion'd, warm good -will ; 
And yet I could but think how very few 

Can mingle with the world, and cherish still 
That genuine love of song which worldly feelings chill. 
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The pantiii^ fpitgmmi wbe^B Anb's Aai|4s 

Where far ;uid iJdte. i^ clr^My waBt0 «q[NM}ds( | 
1iV)um ra bis j^3» ji c^iiopse of liyiifg fF®^ 

Glances aft^ttAoe^ inA what altcr'i^ wen 
He joumeya oftt hope. in hia bjosom glOrW8» 

And fancy's ejre bdioldft the bickjearing »heen 
Of thefa8r«ti«amlet, aa it fre^Uj flewa, 
Besidfi.vkoafijbdnk em loiig<h^ gladly ahall repose. 

AxkA suqli ithe .f eelil^g waa, by thee escitedt' 

When^ fiitst Ithia wli^ne .aakM thy^ friendly aid : 
All I ooiilda^k'liiraa giv^> though uAreqyited, 

ExeeplaiB fitraa feeble thanks ropud 
Tky genanms <eSbi!ts ; atill more gratefnl made - 

By that iiJi|iatvoQi»ng gracC), which -^aat 
O'er Idadnfifise^ eon&rr'd a partial shade 

As iricihittg :ttiemftoibe 1^ 
Despite diad dsBlieateiireil iheif m^moKy l«W «h«il Uat 

To thce« rand ottelSce thee, whose hon^ar'd name 

Coukl not be htmoiu^A nuHre^^y yeft^ of mine. 
These fleeting pi^es owe tbcJr.Hgbt 4o^aim 

£jdflteiice; aad if Jfteeefuad tb^ia Uaef 
Wopthy. a wkxty rf the tnheM Na^e, 

Be fiosuid to Natibre's better feelings >tifue; 
Or in my veiaes aaight.of ^miU sSilive, 

Or passion's geamne tone* or faacy's.hne; 
Math aaf Hheir meed of praise is jaatty 4tte to you. 
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Enough of ibis >^ti» time such tk«iK|e fthodd end. 

Yet more might be foFgiv^a : gouM he saj less. 
Who in h iS^anger findd a ^leaidfts): fri Ad ? 

No, sutely not t the iirarm ^ei^ Witt express 
What g^rbtis bosoiiMi emlywkf gaeM 

Is glowing in it : it will entertain • 
Wishes most ardent for tiie happkiees 

Of those who've foster 'd it: nor can r^indn' 
ETen when expression gives a sense of Imisieutpanu 

One of* the purest blessings life can give^ f 

Is felt by those, who, ete its inal ^oker 
Have given d^ided proof they did iiol Bve • 

For themselves only : tHis the parent knows^ 
Who, ere he sink to Nature^s last repose^ 

Sees round him those who bwe^d|ttr all to Mm; 
While the warm smile that in eacii ma^ g^orm 

Lends buoyant vigoifr to 'the kfi^idfltinib^ 
And keepa the <mpr%r joy iitiH mtHtKaig t&its teim* 

Nor less h»i pure delight, though hr 'more rare« 

Who lonely, n.ot unlo^^-4>y ties unbouad. 
Except by chdeeiiipos'd, and free as air» 

Attaches to him tfioee whose hearts iiav»i£bttnd 
Much in the world to infliotf that rankling wound 

Which disappointment deals. (Hi ! doea not he, 
(If ever bard his benefactor crownM,) . 

Deserve that round his brows entwin'd should be 
A wreath more deathless tar tiian I have' woven tke^r 
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NOTE, 

Li reference to the latt ttanxa^ page 165. 

The remailc made in one of the preceding verses, that these 
pages owe their existenee to the party addressed, was perfectly 
trae, as respected the Toluine in which the poem was first 
l^blisfaed; and is. In great measure, appropriate to this: for 
kad not the former been printed, the present 'would not have 
been attempted. I cannot conclude this note without applying 
to my ** professional friend,'* one of the most expresidve tri- 
butes ever pud by ati Author to a Patron: «Sir,** n^d Dr.* 
Johnson, spealdng of one by whom he had Wen ^ariy encou- 
nfi:ed» « he praised, me at »tfase idiien pmias was utobte to 
me." / 
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TO MART; 



occAUOirui BT HiB BATiire EirsBATSV oar a S1AI» tkb wojuis 

**JfOm»»T MB WOT.'* 



toUQET thee, Mary !— no, not yet; 
Too pleafting is the pensive debt 

Which jpe re ory owes to theef 
NM Mt o£ adad, 1ho«gh out of sig^t ; 
While retrospection claims her right. 
And friendship cab afford delist. 

From all such fears be free. 

For whom would memory's magic art 
Wish to <^shrine within the heart? 

Oh, would it not be one 
Simple, ingenuous, modest, meek ; 
Whose praise we scarcely dare to speak. 
So much her eye, and changing cheeky 

Each plaudit seems to shun? 
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Whose gentile Hiuuiner8« void of art* 
Can cheer and charm that wounded heart 

Which beautj could not bow : 
Such live in memory's ear and eje, 
Endear'd by many a tender tie» 
And though remote* are ever nig^ 

And such, dear fiiend, art tiiou. 

Yet, lovely as thou art; hot thine 
The praise alone : for this one line 

I know thott'lt not reprove me ; 
Young as thou art, thou know'st from whence 
Thy brightest charms of soul and sense } 
Be He who gave them, their tiefence. 

And all who know must love thee. 



<L^ 
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SONNET 



CHAMEXynV M*t^ 



Thou art but in life^sr inotning, aiid ktf yet 

The world looks witcMngly s its fmits and flowers 
Are fair and fragrant, and its beauteous bowers 

Seem haunts of happiness, before thee set. 

All lovelj as a landscape freshly wet 
With dew, or bright with sunshine after showers; 
Where pleasure dwells, and Flora's magic powers 

Woo thee to pluck joy's peerless coronet. 
Thus be it ever; wouldst thou have it so. 

Preserve thy present openness of heart ; 

Cherish those generous feelings which now start 
At base dissimulation* and that glow 

Of native love for ties which home endears* 

And thou wilt find the world no vale of tears. 
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"ALL IS VANITY. 



Oh ! what can be Tttot^ frail 
Than all this w6rld can grant us? 

Why should its power avail 
So often to enchant us? - 

In vain the chase, when won. 
Declares our hoped defeated; 

Lur'd by fresh objects on. 
We cherish what has cheated 1 

In childhood, any 'toy 
For one short hour amuses ; 

And all its store of joy 
With its new lustre loses. 

The boy keeps up ^e game,' 
Just as the ^hiM began it$ 

For boyhood's joyous flame 
Needs novelty to fan it. 
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The youth, M4en beauty's eye 
First wakes the pulse of pleasure. 

Thinks, with a pensive sigh, 
That he has found life's treasure. 

How oft the smile he woo'd,. 

Proud beauty has denied him. 
While, in capricious mood. 

It beam'd on all beside him. 

And oh! how many an one 
Has gain'd^ and fpndly nars'd it; 

Then, by that smile undone. 
With Uttemess has cur^'d it 

Existence further aean» 

In all its various .$itige&; 
View it in ripen'd man. 

In hoary-headed sages. 

What pleasure can it gtvt. 
Except it stoop to borrow | 

And lead us on to live 
On bliss to Ae— ^-morrow? 

If rapture's brightest hour 
Be soon by sorrow shaded; 

If pleasure's fairest flower 
Scarce bloom before 'ti& faded : 
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If proud ambition's steeps^ 
But dazzle to deceive us ; 

If vales, where soft love sleeps. 
Allure, then lonely leave us : 

If wealth, with all its toys. 
Shrink at death's stern ordeal ', 

If fancy's boasted joys 
Be, like herself, unreal : 

What can this world bestow 
' That. should enchain us to it ? 
Or Compensate the wo 
Ail bear, who journey through it? 

O, nian ! if to tkis earth 
Thy heart be wedded, only ; 

Bach hope it can give birth 
Will feave thee doubly lonely : 

And, when that hope is gone, 
Thoult find, by all forsaken. 

Thy spirit leaned upon 
A reed, by each wind shaken ! 
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A FRIEND, 

•M HER BIRTH-DAY, 1810. 



toez more, mj gentle friend ! has time's swift fli^t 

(Suspended never) reachM thy natal daj ; 
And that pare friendship whiigh first, bade me plight 

My promise to devote to it a laj> 
Shall be fulfill'd : what» ^hjougli per^haiiee it foasf 

Bear token of the h^ur that gives i^birtii, ^ 
Yet wilt thou not its sober tone gainsay; 

For thou hast sqouraM long enough on .^aHfa> 
Young as thou art/to know the emptiness of mirth. 

I meui that mirth, whidi« flashing but tofjoji^, 

Exhil'rates not, but socm e^haustsf the mind^ 
And, transiently ddigbling, leaves a< shade 

Of self-engender'd dreariness behind. 
With such my clouded spirit oft has pinM; 

Until, disgusted with the treacherous gleam, 
In which a moment's bliss it sought to find. 

Despair has almost tempted me to deem 
Joy an unreal shade— ^eli^t an empty dream« 
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Yet Us there UHns an alternatire . 

In chiistea'd cheerfulness^ iteriviag birth . 
Froiti ether sources than the world cma.gLrt, 
• Far» fkr siiperior to its heartless mirth ; 
And tiiough at times, whfie we rmnain on earthy 

Clouds may obscure this ** sunriiine rf tiie breast,'' 
Those who ha,Te tmly known and priii^d its wiorth 

WUl own with gratitude, in howa deprest» . 
Its memory Ivoasts that ckarsklefi bj a bbundess guests 

Something of this, dear firiend, have we net tiitted 

In hours gone by? Then, since those' boursj to me 
Havfe still a living charm, by time unwasted* 

Proving that they were aever bom to be ' 
Eifjoy'd, and then forgotteii ;;unto th6e 

O may they 6tesD,a8;ia my heart tfaey aro - 
Whon fond ima^natioft wtodferS free* . 

Like'aibright beacohy or a.olottdl^as «tajr. 
Pi$|Sg{i%o^erotcto?a wa9^e8its(Jcfv(dy:]j§^taliNr» . 

This is thy birfh-day!! and for Faendfbip.^iSake> 

Even in diis^^gleomieistseasoniof tbeyi^r^ : 
Feelings as warm as Spring could ever wiake 

Have chromcled, andbid me hold it dM^. 
The heart ;hasm4tBtlCiadi«mi^[dwriei. /^ .'Hv 

Thai knows nol diaage«f4Msasoia^ll^:>or flight; 
For still wheii/thouj^U».itf ^90 wo^ \«ve an^ mear. 

Their ohmsh'd forma atise>h^FiitiMr#i^ti 
And o'er the apiritrfhedf|lBdi4wnahiM«lldd)Kli|^t « • 
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Nature, who wore nrtten few montts aiiice w^ mft 

Her tmMiier garii^ n diSveat dre8» <Bs|iUji^ 
Your gardoi wnliu nuiy now be «MM'd W wot: 

The JM^nu&o's star-JIke .faloom, w^oh jn thei rays 
Of die' bright :iiioon teem'd Ifiiwlj to mf giiftcw 

Has.fiukd aow; aftd the groeii leaves thid; grew 
So lig^y on ike aca»ia.'8 topittoit aprajriu 

Have lo^ eve Ihifli their gkiasy verdant hkt. 
Shading no more the faAu their reliquea aekm nmet akew. 

la there naught left then,; lovdinese to lefid 

Unto the apot my memory lovtee to tcaoei 
Should I now find, weve liooomeiind $pt^i 

A day with you^Jio^ beauty left to graoe 
What seem^l ^ quiett jo^ rihe dwelljngrpliloe? 

Ohy yesj believe me, niucfa.a» I admirM 
Thoae charitts whi^^cfaange of ;etaaiviB tsto eBhioe, 

It wM not aucAi alone, when hime retic'd^ 
That memory oheiishUl moot, or nioat the nma^i|(«|^if d. 

When nature sheds her hafy lovcSinese, 

She does not die: her vital principle 
But eeekfi awhile its innermost reeees. 

And there secnjsely^finds.a citadd 
Which even wint^ owns: iifeapregnable ; 

The ^nf retreatmg doiimward to the root;, 
U ^till altve^ aa s^ng riialL shortly tell^ 

By swellhig buds, whence Uossoma soon will shoot. 
Disposing fragtanee round, and fledge of future felait 
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And thus our best affections, those which bind 

Heart unto heart by friendship's purest tie. 
Have an internal life, and are ensbrin'd 

Too deeply in our bosoms soon to die. 
Spring's opening bloom, and summer's azure sky 

Might borrow from them beauties not their own ; 
But when November winds are loud and high» 

And nature's dirge assumes its deepest tone. 
The joy of social hours in its full charm is known. 

For as the sap, whose quickening influence 

Shall be in spring the birth of future flowers, 
Confin'd and concentrated, is from thence 

More full of life, than in those brighter hours 
When birds sang sweetly in their shady bowers. 

And all unclouded was heaven's vaulted dome ; 
Thus is it with the mind^s electric powers, 

Forbid by winter's frowning skies to roam. 
Their radiance is condens'd, their focus found at Homi^! 

Then stir the cheerful fire ! and let its light 

The rallying point of home4)orn pleasures be ; 
Where spirit-sparkling eyes, and smiles as bright. 

Their own fit emblem may delighted see ; 
And let the overflow of innocent glee 

Be like the exub'rance of the Nile, and bless 
The seeds of future joy's fertility ; 

That days, in years to come, may bear th' impress 
Of hours of blameless bliss and social happiness, 

a 
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Since such, dear friend ! is the delightful seasoB^ 

When thou wast born, oh ! let it, as it ought. 
Be kept v/iik due observance, for that reason ; 

Not lighted up idth borrowM splendour caught 
From outward themes, which time or chance may 
thwart: 
But be its zest tiiose charms that have their flow 
Fresh from the source of feeling and of thought ; 
And full of all that pure and vivid glow 
Which speaks them bom above, though spent on eartii 
below. 
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THE SOLITARY TOMB. 



Not a leaf of the tree which stood near me was stirr'd. 
Though a breath might have mov'd it so lightly ; 

Not a farewell note from a sweet sin^g bird, 
Bade adieu to the sun setting brightly* 

The sky was cloudless and calm, except 
In the west where the sun was descending ; 

And there the rich tints of the rainbow slept. 
As his beams with their beauty were blending. 

And the evening star, with its ray so clear. 

So tremulous, soft^ and tender. 
Had lit up its lamp, and shit down from its sphere 

Its dewy, delightful splendour. 

And I stood, all alone, on that gentle hill, 

AVith a landscape so lovely before me ; 
And its sfnrit and tone, so serene and stilt 

Seem'd silently gathering o'er me. 

c 
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Far (ft was the Deben, whose briny flood 

By its winding banks was sweeping ; 
And just at the foot of the hill where I stood. 

The dead in their damp graves were sleeping. 

How lonely and lovely their restbg-place seem'd ! 

An-enclosure which care could not enter : 
And how sweetly the grey lights of evening gleam'd» 

On the solitary tomb in its centre ! 

When at mom, or at eve, I have wander'd near. 

And in various lights have viewed it. 
With what differing forms, unto friendship dear« 

Has the magic of fancy endued it. 

Sometimes it has seemM like a lonely sail, 

A white spot on the emerald billow ; 
Sometimes like a lamb, in a low grassy vale, 

Stretch'd in peace on its verdant pillow. 

But no image of gloom, or of care, or strife. 

Has it ever given birth to one minute ; 
For lamented in death, as bekved in life. 

Was he, who now slumbers within it- 
He was one who in youth on the stormy seas 

Was a far and a fearless ranger ; 
Who, borne on the billow, and blown by ihe breeze^ 

Counted lightly of death or of danger. * 
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Yet in this mde school had hi^ heart still kept 
All the freshness of gentlest feeling; 

Nor in woman's warm eje has a tear ever slept* 
More ^f softness and kindness revealing. 

And here» when the bustle of youth was past. 
He UyM* a^d he lov'd, and he died tooi 

Oh ! why was affection, which death could ouflast, 
A more lengthened enjoyment denied to? 

But here he dumbers ! and many tiiere are 
Who love that lone tomb, and revere it; 

And one far off, who, like eve's dewy star. 
Though at distance, in fancy dwells near it. 



r2 
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SONNET 



A FRISirDf ON HIS SECOim HABBIAGE. 



To Hymen's shrine, where once tiiy tows were paid. 

Thou hast been on pilgrimage again : and now 
Thy evening fire, whose fitful radiance play'd 

Often for us alone, lights up a brow. 
And eye, and cheek, which by its dancing rays 

Look lovelily ; and make the circle round 
One upon which thy gladden'd eye may gaze 

Untired, till thy heart own its wishes crown'd. 
May health, and home-born bliss, and calm content 

Long haunt the spot! and still increasing love 
Of her, now own'd its brightest ornament. 

An ample source of purest pleasure prove* 
That you may both confess each hope fulfilPd, 
On which love prompted you again to build* 
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VERSES , 

oir BBSnrft nr av jubvk ▲ sketch or ijr old c^atb^at..* 



RsLiquE of hoar antiquitj! 

With moss and weeds array'd. 
The debt I long have owM to thee 

May fitly now be paid; 
When, in thy semblance here, I trace 
Each well-known, venerable grace> 

So livingly portray'd : 
For thou hast power to wake a throng 
Of thoughts and feelings, dormant long. 

Thou wast the earliest monument 

Of what, in former days. 
Had once been deem'd magnificent, 

Which met my boyish gaze. 
And first emotions, kindled then. 
Now seem to start to life again; 

As thou, when morning's rays 
Are on thy time-worn forehead shed^ 
And gild thy bcow so garlanded. 

* The Verses were written as an accompaniment to the dfav- 
'tag : the Ruin itself was one fiunifiar to me in very early Ufe. 
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For, even in boyhood, I possessed 

Untutor'd lo^e for all 
Which 8ince,i>y Scott, or Froissart dress'd^ 

WoVe fancy's sweetest thrall. 
Deride whd may, I then could feel 
What wildest romance might reveal 

At fiction's fairy call : 
And thou, for many years hadst beem 
The only ruin I had seen. 

And though thou wert a puny shred 

Of Grandeur's vestment hoary, 
^Before me was not vainly spread 

The page of thy past glory. 
I of thy history nothing knew. 
But with thee rose to memory's view 

Fragments of ancient story. 
Which I, in boyish days, had ponder'd, 
To which again my fancy wander'd. 

Through such a gate as this, perchance. 

Thought I, once issued free, 
All I have read of in romance. 

And reading, half could see ; 
Robed priests, advancing one by one, 
And banners gleaming in the sun. 

With knights of chivalry: 
And then I almost seem'd to hear 
The trumpet's clangor thrilling near* 
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** 'Twas idlesse all:^' such flights as please 

A castle-building boj> 
Whom nature early taught to seize 

(Far more than childish toy) 
Ideal bliss ; by thought created, 
Such as on marvels strange awaited. 

And gave romantic joy ; 
Who, even then was wont, alone^ 
To dream adventures of his own. 

Such are gone by ! experience now 

Has fetter'd fancy's flight ; 
And years upon my pensive brow 

Inscribed, what time must write 
On heads that think, on hearts that feel, 
That all the bliBs such dreams reveal 

Is grief, though passing bright : 
Yet not the less, now these are gone, 
I love to think how fair they shone* 

For oh ! the morning of the soul 
Has heavenly brightness in it ; 

And, as the mind's first mists unrol, 
Gives years in every minute ! 

Tears of ideal joy! Life's path. 

First trod, such dewy freshness hath, 
'Tis rapture to begin it : 

But soon, too soon, the dew^rops dry, 

Or glisten but in sorrow's eye. 
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And if in mine they gather not^ 

Nor such by me be shed ; 
Like waters in a stony grot. 

Deep is their fountain head ! 
They, who in tears can find relief. 
Know little <tf the excess of grief 

With which some hearts have Ued, 
When burning eyes, forbid to sleep. 
Have achM, because they could not weep. 

It boots but little ; smiles and tears. 

Even from beauty beaming. 
Must fade alike with fleeting years. 

Like phantoms from the dreaming : 
But never can they be so bri^t. 
As when life's sweet and dawning light 

On both by turns was gleaming ; 
Unless it be, when, unforgot. 
We feel '* they »er«, and they «re not P^ 
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" THOU ART GONE TO THE UU^) OF THE LBAI..*' 



Thou art gone to the land of the leal, and the bell 

Is mournfully tolling thy funeral knell ; 

Within the dark coffin is pillow'd thy head. 

And without it the pall for a covering spread ; 

From the home which thy presence so long has endear'd. 

Where thy smiles were beloved, and thy worth was 

rcver'd. 
To the last earthly home, where thy reliques shall rest. 
Thou wrt journeying in peace !«— Be thy memory blest ! 
And blest it shall be : for thou dost not descend 
To the cold grave unhonour'd ; the grief of each friend. 
The sigh of the poor, and the sorrow of those 
Who have known thee the longest, attended thy close^ 
Oh ! often before me thy image shall pass. 
Like a shadow reflected from memory's glass ; 
With thy time-sUver'd locks, and those spirits, whose 

play 
Seem'd fresh from the fount of life's earliest day ; 
And the vision, thus brought, to my bosom shall be 
Ever welcome, if bearing the semblance of thee ! 

2d mo. 6tb, 1818. 
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THE SEA. 



I BBMSMBER a tme when existence was young. 
When the halo of hope round futurity hung, 
When I stoopM not to commune with sorrow or strife, 
But enjoyment alone seem'd the l>U8iness of life. 

Hie bri^t sun himself, in an unclouded sky. 

Exulted not more in his brightness than I ; 

And the clouds that his last rays of light loy'd to gild. 

Could not rival the castles my fancy would build. 

• 

The loud-singing bird, and the blythe humming bee» 
Were not happier than I, in that season of glee ; 
Like the butterfly, flitting round spring's gayest bowersi. 
Fly whither I would, I alighted on flowers. 

Yet then, even then, when my young spirit found 
Its own heaven within, and above, and around. 
There was nothing more dear or delightful to me;^ 
Than to gaze on the glorious and beautiful sea. 

Oh ! I shall not fbrget, until memory depart. 
When first I beheld it, the glow of my heart ; 
The wonder, the awe, the delight that stole o'er me. 
When its billowy boundlessness ojpen'd before me J 
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As I stood on its mar^, or roamM on its strand> 
I felt new ideas within me expand. 
Of glorj and grandeur, unknown till that hour. 
And my spirit was mute in the jHresence of Powbr ! 

But soon, as young boyhood is wont, I o'ercan^ 
The feeling of awe which first master'd my frame. 
And that wi^e world of waters appear'd in my yiew 
A scene of enjoyment unbounded and new. 

In the surf-beaten sands that encircPd it round. 
In the billow's retreat, and the breaker's rebound. 
In its white-drifted foam, and its dark-heaving greeii. 
Each moment I gaz'd some fresh beauty was seen. 

And thus, while I wandered on ocean's bleak shore. 
And surveyed its vast surface, and heard its wares 

roar, 
I seem'd wrapt in a dream of romantic delight. 
And haunted by majesty, glory, and might ! 

« * * * * l^ . 

« ^ «-i:- ti» « « 



So it wai in the morning of life ! but no more 
Can thy grandeur, old Ocean ! such visions restore ; 
With the freshness of youth those enchantments have 
fiown. 

But a charm still survives that is proudly thy own. 

s 
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It is thiae to awaken that4»nderest thrill 
Of pensive enjoyment, which time cannot chill ; 
Which survives even love, ion its taemoryto live, 
And is dearer bj far than all rapture can give. 

It is not a feeling of gloom or distress. 
But something that language can never express ; 
'Tis the essence of joj, and the luxVy of wo. 
The bliss of the blest, faintly imagM below. 

For if ever to mortals sensations are given 

As pledge? of purer ones hop'd for in heaven. 

They are those which arise, when, with humble devotion, 

We gaze upon thee, thou magnificent ocean. 

Though, while in these houses of clay we must dwell^ 
We but faintly can guess, and imperfectly tell 
What the feelings of fetterless spirits may be ; 
They are surely like those which are waken'd by thee* 

A sense of His greatness, whose might, and whose will 
First gave thee existence, and governs thee still ; 
By the force of whose " Fiat" thy waters were made ! 
By the strength of whose arm thy proud billows are 
stay'd ! 

Nor less, when our vision thy vastness would scan» 
And our spirits would fain thy immensity span. 
Does thy empire, which spreads from equator to pole. 
Prove how feeble and finite is human control. 
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Yet> mix'd with emotions that humble our pride^ 
Are others to nature's best feelings allied ; 
To the wounded in spirit, the stricken in heart. 
Thy breezes and billows can solace impart. 

And this I have found, when, with spirits deprest, 
I have walk'd by thy side as thy waves sank to rest; 
When the winds which had swept thee were softly 

subsiding. 
And where breakers had foam'd, rippling billows were 

gliding. 

Ob, thus ! have I thought, when the tempests that roll. 
And the clouds that overshadow and darken my soul, 
Have fulfill'd their Commission, my sorrows may cease^ 
And my thoughts, like thy waves, find a season of peace. 

Flow on then, ih6u type of eternity ! flow : 
In boyhood my heart in thy presence would glow ; 
" For the strength of the happy, the might of the free, 
SeemM spread like a garment of glory o'er thee.'' 

But more passionless, pensive, and pure is thy sway. 
Since dark clouds have shadow'd the noon of my day; 
Oh, then ! like the sun's setting beam on thy wave. 
May a ray from Hope's star shed its light on my grave ! 
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TO A PROFILE 



I KNEW thee not ! then wherefore ga^e 

Upon thy silent shadow there* 
Which sa imperfectly portrays 

The fonn thy features us'd to wearP 
Yet ha?e I often look'd at thee. 
As if those lips could i^eak to me* 

I knew thee not ! and Hiou couldst know. 

At best, but little more of one 
Whose pilgrimage on earth below 

Commenc'd» just ere thy own was done ; 
For few and fleeting days were thine. 
To hoipe or fear for lot of mine. 

Yet few and fleeting as they were, 
Fancy and feeling picture this. 

They prompted many a fervent prayer. 
Witnessed, perchance, a parting kiss : 

And might not kiss, and prayer, from thee. 

At such a period, profit mo i 
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Whether they did, or not ; I owe 
At least this tribute to thy worth ; 

Though little all I can bestow. 
Yet fond affection gives it birth; 

And prompts me, as thy shade I view. 
To bless thee, whom I never knew ! 



,s5 . 
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TO A FRIEND. 



In tliy profession thou hast many peers^ 

Whose skill may equal thine i but few I know. 
Whom conrerse, manners, kindness, so endears 

To patients, in that most impatient wo 
Disease gives birth to. I would rather be 

(As who would not?) a stranger to you all : 
But if I were by sad necessity 

Compelled to seek for aid, thine would I calL 
For I have found ^ee, in some tedious hours 

Of pain and languor, capable of being 
Expert in more than med'cine's healing powers; 

Not nauseous drugs, alone, with pomp decreeing. 
But nearly able by thy social skill 
To make me half forget that I was ilk 
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TO 



Our friendship, Arthur, was not formM, 
As some have been, in bojhood's h^at. 

When filings maj be chilPd or wanu'd 
Bj any specious counterfeit. 

We met not until both had past 
The inexperienced flush of youth; 

And learnt, as all may do, at last. 
The worth of confidence and truth. 

We ask'd no pledge, nor aught profess'd, - 
Each knew he had no selfish ends; 

And time, the most unerring test 
Of every tie, has m^de us friends. 

Long may we be so ! One event. 

Which friendship views with jealous eye, 
(Sometimes from selfish discontent) 

Has but the more eudear'd our tie. 
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How should it have been otherwise? 

No groundless hopes my bosom warm^d^ 
A heart, whose love tliy own would prize, 

I well might guess for friendship form'd. 

And I have livM to see thee prove 

The purest joys that life can lend; 
Yet never found thee made by love 

Less worthy of the name of friend. 

Farewell ! I give no thanks to thee. 

Or thine; though surely few would doubt them, 
And some might look for them ; but we 

Will do, as we have done, without them. 
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TO W P 



If genuine love of freedom, testified 

Alike by words and deeds ; if sterling sense. 

Pure taste, directed by intelligence. 
And candidly to liberal arts applied ; 
If, with such high acquirements, be allied 

A heart replete with true benevolence ; 

Who vriiU assert I have not just pretence 
To call their owner ** Friend," with hbnest pride? 

Nen^ would dispute it, might I, unrestrain'd 
By scruples, which but add redoubled strength 
To all I feel, inscribe thy name at lenglh. 

But not by me thy feelings shall be painM. 
Cost what it will, that cherish'd name shall be 
Honoured, rever'd, and lovM ; but utter^ not by me. 
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VERSES 



TO HSft WHO IS JUSTLT VSnTLOi TO TRXMi 



In childhood thy kindness has often caressM me^ 
Its memory is mix'd with my earliest days ; 

It brightened my boyhood, in: manhood it blessM me« 
It thought not of thanks, and it pin'd not for praiM. 

Can I, in thy evening, forget the mild brightness 
Which beam'd in thy zenith, and shines round thee 
still? 

No: ere I forget thee must memory be sightless. 

And the heart thou hast cherish'd death only can chili. 

Long, long since beloved, now as warmly respected. 
To my fancy thou seem'st like some time-honourM 
tree; 

And the plant, which thy fostering shadow protected. 
Still looks up with filial fondness to thee^^ 
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Dark storms passing orer, perhaps may have sear'cl thee. 
The moss of old age be thy livery now ;• . 

But much still survives which has justly endi^ar'd thee ; 
Some greenness still graces each gentiy bent bou^. 

May that sun, which must set, in descending Qnwreath 
thee 

With a mild pensive splendour no cloud can o'ercast; 
And all that has flourished around and beneath thee. 

Will preserve thy remembrance when sunset is past. 



A POSTSCRIPT. 

Thy latest leaf is shed, 

Life's beaming sun hath set; 
Thou sleep'st among the dead. 

But art remeraber'd yet. 
Not only to the last. 

Bid I look up, and'lo^e ; 
But now, when all is past. 

Thought follows thee above. 
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While life had atight to gire 

That might seem bliss to thee» 
I wishM that thou might'st live» 

Though parted far from me. 
But when existence here 

Could suffering but increase ; 
A1I> all who held thee dear 

Desir'd thy soul's release. 

It came, and thou art free« 

Nor can I mourn the stroke. 
Although, in losing thee. 

Some sweetest ties are broke. 
Farewell! belov'd, rever'd; 

We part, but to be nearer ; 
Though much thy life endear'd. 

Death «eems to make thee dearer ! 
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TO HANNAH AND PHCEBE. 



I HAVE known you so lofig» and hate lev'd.you bo ircll. 

It is fit that'bne page of oub friendriiqy should teU ; 

For experience has made it as firm and as fond. 

On my part, at least/ as a btbthedy bond ; ; - 

And on yours, I should hope, some svck faefiiigs are 

known 
Towards me, as affectionate^ sisters mig^t own. 
Ought it not to be thus?. Oh! most surely it should ; 
For through pain, and through pleasure;, through evil 

and good ; 
Or what Ihe world call siich^ I think I may say 
We have mutti&Uy strove to inake.smoothefci tiifeiVay ; 
In moments of sunshine^, tiiat enuidiime tA. shaite[( . 
And in days oterclouded, tiie davkness to beai.. : 
May we still do the same ; and increasingly feiel ' 
That joy genuine friendd]ip alone cjan reveal: 
And gratefully own, while it double our blis8» 
Its influence ettends even furth^ than this } 
For, in seasons of griefs it is equally true,. 
By dividing our sorrows it less,en8 tbem top. 
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THE 



PARTING Afi^R^SS TO THE MUSE.* 

Our task is ended now^tnid we may part. 

As lovers do when Fate and Fortune frown ; 
With some foceboding heaviness c^ hefui, 
; XHch' straggle queU'd> each stubborn sig^ kept 

,' down: . 
Experience cDoIs'^ the fev^ of renown ;" 

Mocil serious I duties clAiiti increasing care; ' - 
Nor glimpse of future fame, nor laurel crown, 
Caniwoo me with tHtir sou^-sed-i^ii^g snare ; 
Stnda PhideBOelttds me shun, wl^t ^ope once bade me 
' » '' ;rdare;f.' • , " •: '; • ' :'' 

And yet,'Uke truant S€jhteU)4y, 1 U9.v^known. 
VK 1^ deardel%;hts^f st(d?0.)tt>^rtjj . 
Anikhow^d at tinbes befiare ,th^.ina|^c:tlii'0|^ . | 

Like one half oonkititts oflid^Uiry, - . j 

And half ashamVii fior thou ha&t beeft to me,, 
" My shame in croMrds* "my. s()litary pride ;" 
' 'Twas loneliness &sl> led to b>ve of th^ ; 
Hence, before meb ^though. I have oft denied 
Tliy name, in setereistiH I've pall'd thpe.to my side. 

• These verses concluded a yolume of Poems published anony 
roously. 
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There is a cause for this : thou know'st there is ; 

Ask of thy numerous worshippers, and they*. 
Can truly tell "what empty meed is his^ . . ... 

Who, fojidly prompted unto thee tp pay 
His votive vows, and hail thee with his lay, . ^ 

Deems thou wilt grant thelaarren boon he' craves ; 
One in a thousand wins a wreith of bay, 

Wb^ch o'er feis brow in sterile splendour w^ves ; ' 
The rest in, mute despair crouch before Mammon's slaves. 

"Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre,'' 

Like many a lofty precept, potent seems. 
Till prov'd by sage experience; but the fire ' , , 

UjQfed is soon extinct; and when the dreams 
Of proud distinction, and the fancied gleams 

Of future fame, fade from the mental eye ;' , 
What wonder if the bright and witching beams 

Thy brow once wore, when its first majesty ' 
Dawn'd on thy votary's view, should seem a dream gone 

[byP 
Happy, if this were all ; but worse remains : 

There are who have profess'd themselves to be 
Thy worshippers, whose souls have worn the chains 

Of lust, ambition, avarice, sophistry; 
Who, mindless of the homage sworn to thee. 

Have bow'd to other idols, pomp and power ; 
Or in false glory's fane have bent the knee : 

And thereby forfeited the deathless dow^r - 
They might have shar'd with thee in lone sequestcr'd 
bower. 
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Thus hath ^Mstasy from that pure spirit 

Befitting thee, and those who use thy name. 
Made it a dubious gift for man to inherit 

A bard's desires, or seek. a poet's fame: 
Yet, fickle as thou art, not thine the shanle 

Of this degeneracy ; when man shall learn 
Qis real.interest, and his noblest aim. 

With genuine Idve to thee shall thousands turn, 
And pure and hallow'd fires shall on thy altar burn. 

When man shall know the real worth of wealth. 

And prize it for that worth ; when truth shall keep 
The heart, and heart's affections, in sound health 

By love's unerring law ; when man shall weep 
To see the murdering sword its lustre steep 

In human blood, and shun false glory's fane ; 
Then shall Ay songs of triumph proudly sweep 

From realm to realm, from billowy main to main, 
And freedom, peace, and love, with thee fo;r ever reign ! 
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TO JOANNA, 

os her sending me the leaf of a flower gathered 1 
Wordsworth's garden. 



JoANXA ! though I well can guess 
That in mirth's very idleness. 

And raillery's enjoyment, 
This leaf is sent; it shall not lose 
Its errand, but afford the Muse 

Some minutes' light eniployment. 

Thou sent'st it, in thy naughty wit. 
As emblem, type, or symbol, fit 

For a mere childish rhymer ; 
And I accept it, not as such. 
But as indicative of much 

Lovelier, and far subUmer. 



I own, as over it I pore. 
It is a simple leaf, no more : 

And further, without scandal. 
It is so delipate and small. 
One sees 'twas ne?ver meant at all 

For boorish grasp to handle. 

T 2 
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But in itself, for aught 1 see, 
'Tis perfect as a leaf can be ; 

Nor can I doubt a minute. 
That on the spot where first it grew. 
It had each charm of shape, and hue. 

And native sweetness in it 



I own, without all "ifs'' and "buls," 
That, as I see it now, it cuts 

A very punj figure ; 
And looks like garbled p&ssages. 
Which certain critics, when thej please. 

Can comment on with vigour. 

But 'tis not by one leaf alone, 
The beauty of the fiower is known ; 

Nor do I rank a poet 
By parts, that critics may think fit 
To quote, who, "redolent of wit," 

Take up his works to show it: 

If on its stem, this leaf displayed 
Beauty which sought no artful aid. 

And scattered fragrance iH)ttnd it ; 
If the sweet flower on which it grew 
Was graceful, natural, lovely too. 

Delighting all who found it>— 
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Then will I own that flower to be 
A type of Wordsworth, or of thee ; 

For kindred virtues grace you ; 
And though the bard may think me bold. 
And thou m^st half resolve to scold, 

I in one page will place you ! 
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VERSES 

TO 



Oir THK FirriBTH JLinriTSRSABT OI THSIB XJLltUAaE. 



Sweet is the early dream of love. 
When first we feel its sacred sway ; 

When earth around, and heaven above. 
Seem lit by joy's new-dawning ray. 

Then nature's charms more radiant seem, 
Opening fresh beauties to our view ; 

Joy dances on the spai-kling stream, 
Hope lends fhe flower its brightest hue. 

More chasten'd, but more justly dear, 
Are love's delights in manhood's strife ; 

When month by month, and year by year. 
Have brought us to the noon of life. 

Some of the fabrics Fancy built 
In earlier hours, perchance have faded ; 

And many a prospect Hope had gilt. 
Experience may have somewhat shaded : 
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Yet not the less we fondly prize 
That which has 6tood Timers potent test; 

What has surviv% still proudly vies . 
With all we fancied we possess'd. 

, Earth's loveliest bower more lovely seems 
In the sun's fierce meridian heat ; 

. And thus, in manhood's bustHng schemes, ' 
Domestic bliss is doubly sWeet. ' ' 

But oh ! more hallow'd, calm, and pure. 
Than love's first dawn, or noon-tide ray, 

Those milder glories which endure 

Through both, and mark its closing day. 

Then, then we know the light that blest 
Our mom and zenith, Goc^ hath given ; 

Its beams, like suns which reach the west. 
Seem opening vistas into heaven. 

For you, who, in a good old age. 
Have reach'd this calm and glorious hour. 

Whom half a century's pilgrimage 
Has taught to bless love's soothing power ;— 

For you, what wish could bard express 
Whicl^rovidence hath not surpass'd ? 

May then your well -earned happiness 
Be pure and cloudless to the last 
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Since it has been jovlt lot.te prove 
AiUtbat this world can give to please> 

Mutual affection, filial love. 
And children's children round your knees | 

May consciousness of prmnt bliss. 

An earnest* of yojur future be ; 
And holifir» .happier far than tkis. 

Be heaven's. eternal jubilee. - 
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^11^^(§^. AlBE^o 



Beautiful fabric ! even in d^cay 
,, Ai^d desolation, beauty still is thine : 
As the rich sunset of an autumn day. 

When gorgeous clouds in glorious hues combine 
To render homage to its slow decline, 

IS{ more majestic in. its parting hour: ' 

Even so thy mouldering, venerable shrine, ; 
Possesses now ai more subduing power, ' 
Than in thine earlier sway with pomp arifl pride thy 
dower. 

To voice of praise or prayer, or solemn sound 

Of sacred music, once familiar here. 
Thy walls are echpless; within their bound, 
"Once holy'deem'd, and to religion dear. 
No sound salutes the most attentive ^ar 

That tells thy former destiny ; imless 
It be when fitful breezes wandering' near ' ■ 

Wake such faint sighs, as feebly might express 
Some unseen spirits wo for tliy lost loveliness. 
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Or when on stormy nights the winds are high. 

And through thj roofless walls and arches sweep, 
In tones more fall of thrilling harmony (^deep 

Than art could reach; while from the neighbouring; 
The roar of bursting billows seems to keep 

Accordant measure with the tempest's chime; 
(N19 then ! at times have I, arous'd from sleep. 

Fancied that thou, even in thy proudest prime, 
Couldst ne'er have given birth to music more sublime. 

But to the eye, revolving years, still add 
Fresh charms, which make thee lovelier to the view; 
. For nature has luxuriantly clad 

Thy ruins ; as if wishing to renew 
Their claim to homage from those hearts that woo 

Her gentle influence: with indulgent hand 
She has aton'd for all that time could tio. 
Though she might not his ravages withstand ; 
And now thou art her own: her skill thy beauties 
plann'd* 

The mantling ivy's ever-verdant wreath 

She gave thee as her livery to wear ; 
Thy wall-flowers^ waving at the gentlest breath. 

And scftttering perfume on the summer air. 
Wooing the b^e to come and ld[K)ur there; 

The dinging moss, whose hue of sober grey 
Makes beautiful what else were bleak and bare; 

These she has given thee as a fit array 
For thy declining pomp, and her delightful sway 
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Yet, is it not her power, or tb^ae alotte ' ^ « ' 

That make ^ee interettiAg as thou art ; 
The merelyWatlftfl, howistet prone 

We are t» prize 4^ cotild not to»eh ^ heatt; 
Mere form and ctimxt woiild'iiot tiius impart, 

Uftto the pensfVB, coiit^iBplatilig4Hii«ld, • 
'fliottghtS' #^lii might almost cM»^ a'temr t^ start 

In eyes iHyCgiV^il^^ tv^ep r liilei^ Is assigiiM 
To thee a stronger power itt ^eepei^ fekliiig shrined. 



It is a consciousn^s^f %kat^hotl Wert, ' 

ComparM with VhattHbu lirt ; ft tBtMH^ sense 
Which even stc^als upon i^e most inert, 

Who hanFe i^ least ctfnoeplieti how, or whence 
Soch mixt sensation shewld arise fircWi thoAoe*) 

But so^iiis, tihaifewiiiereare cangaze > ,. 

Upon the wreeks of ^!d magniliSenoe, '* ' /■ -*- 

Nor oWl^ the moral thait tfi^ir faJl6 cbiir^^ - 
Howttil tfiat man oan build kisown^ri^fpoWetlystrliy&i 

And most of all this ttHtK arrets tiie heart, 

When edifices that were meant to' be, ^ 
Not mere inementos of tbeteilder^ art. 

That Aititreag«»'Aoutd with wonder see; * 
But monuments of weallh aaid pioty. 

To the Most Hioh §» e^er coi^secmle f • 
When 1lu», to^' shmref ^ M&ncm (Men on thee. 

Who can wMi stoic eotdnesscontamplale 
Their tq>lmditor ^Mfs- difoMrlMi^ pompHHis desolftte. 
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No Catholic fHA,)«m whom i4M3^.i»th^.t . 

Of gloriofLtei3iish'4f attan 0TfMlH)»w9» 
Aught of reTOBgefui leotii^ could oiKcite: < 

Alike.aaeiiiptxlitkia'; /ield0n»«iM>1irp 

More infigiii|ieM»t ited jwofitloii^ 
ThsB wkoFO tliey oMg a<it«m'dt their lomghtiott.toie ; 

Yei dp I feel wl|ft;lwordo.C9^i|^oqFM98^ 
Viewii% the jGMled.prjde of ^foidod boUneffu 

Of /imcMd hoUi^a^ ! O oay Qot so. 

Nor jud§f^ mikipdl; of iiiiother'« ^oed ; 
The intent and viotiveGroii alone can ^Jum^ 

And ti^se onidemn^ or ^anctif J the^d€yad. 
AYe-inai:ia, ctiaciftx^ and l^ead . 

Are notiisngin themsolTop ; t^tif th^ywere 
Imagin'd helpjfol in. ih# .^otarj^ |ieed» n 

Althoni^ A'Mik*m0m;Bigmim\ mt^f^^fme •■■■ 
%ifih mtmnfA t^^iiOim^i^M In^m biwi^it n^j fMbtm* 

And thus thift gorgeojUB ^^fie^, if re^'d 

By piety, wl^rsoiight wi^ JJMN^eot aia^ . 
The glory qf ?« L^ai>« ^Miidt^irover^d^ 

Eyen.for that cans0/l|y thoNuM^<#9ek1bo#iaie« 
Perduince the boUderikif^'di; hutiwho^obidl UaiM 

Error, ^ar.fetd^that #49" {lArtok^iitf «f^l 
Then judge with qhaiil;^ iiliali^^ev ^y maittte \ 

Be thoK ji|,Bag«i^Pi»i6eirta&ti or Ji^W ; 
Nor ,With» a ^wiM.^Ui^ theto fapal lelMiii^ inew*. 
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I grant that P^wry's was a galBng yoke. 

Its ritual, ohe that reason miist disdain : 
And much I v«nera:te their names who broke 

Ifie fetter^, tad releasM us ftom tt* chain. 
INreadfiii indeed is snperstitiiin^s rei^, '^ 

Aild^ priestcraft has pollutioii' In its iotich i 
Yet, as extremes beget ffxtremes^again, 

Thtte is a danger, or i!hei*e'ma7 b^ such, - 
That we in turn may douHi as they behev% too much/* 

To give' implicit credence to each tale ' 

'G^ tiionkisti tisgends 1 i^llqiie» to adote ; 
To think Go& hononrM by^the cowl or reil, 

Reckksis or who, or whai; th^ embleikt wbte ; 
Indeed k mockery, maitiihery^ nothing more : 

But if cold scepticism usurp the place 
Thttt superstition heM in days oi yore. 

We vMty n^ibtt in mpeh more hop^fiil cas0 
Thair if wo stilk iifttploi^d the Virgiv Mary^ gvaee« 

There is a mediiitn,'OoMd'We(faid it butj 

{AjoA aa^My And it if iliey Mrie aright,) 
Between extrtnle'cMdiilityiBdBd'doubt; i . • ■ 

A safe att^ miMle path, not gained by: might 
Orwi8dom>of)Ourown; a patk,i whose light 

** 8hi!les more andm^^e unto^the perfect day f^ 
Not ovettitt by bigotty^s da»k; nrglit, *' ^-f - - ^ i - 

NmI funtly lit by reason's twilight ray ; . > 
But d omlhwH isiraig^ md jAain ; a ki|^»ad holy way* 
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And those who yf^ik iher^i^ withhwvbl^ trw^ 

In HimwhocAsititiipffaiidl^ihem tiiore, { 
Remendieriiig ^s».thAt thej are £»m'dtof . 4u9^ ^ 

Theg^^thafr^Wfe fi^y'd ,ifif^ ^ai : 

Reason and faith f re ^c^.^ ^ P^lfW fW^- v ' 

Wouldiimi^t,fil(^^m both wth holjj^we,* 
And of the oj^ftf^ of ea€h»,vi,tiiriH bewaroj . 

Their inAne^^^ ^iwfiiM;P^^^^B| h^^ to^rfw 
IK» U£^ i^u* the li^e 4»f God's lu^ecr^ig laif. ' 

But I have wander'4 i^ifle^.from ii\j theiper 

And soi)^ p^M^pa loay think haTff iiraQder'd king ; 
Yet othecf . .^ore indulgc^D^yr ; maj deei^e .:>,■''. 

No^ 4})4d^ t)H^ n|i^rot % ^ <8ot^ 
It could iiot weU hor g4yf ^«# fra9D^'4 a^ng 

The desolate riOBf o£ departed df^ra 
And years g<me bj^ whoae praf^<H> i^ak«a ^^ throng 

Of p«naiwthou^Hls» ciiiiipolUiig'tiif^ tam»o. 
In contem|kEliTi^ mood»<2li;^^A'4cit^ hlfi^ 

Congenial torthft gotft6;/aWik«sis:fit^ 

Imprest witii wm^^Ut 4{ Hat^ta^Mr^AhMsi 
One>if no moM^l ttwt willteherish k,; . 

Wheft ahei the .piist retifaekig^ flMdl ftjacuae. . 
This fndl raeoMM^.df anhiiiiiMe.nnidb:: 

Foe jbe will then iMiejiihar how» ertushiU, * 
Far from her hoaii^flipltt the battb^o^ Oi^ 

She vatider'd'with me through this ruani'd pit4 
When 40itlifaai?» aettiagjmii shed mmd JiitiNnftflrtln^^ 
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Yes, iil0ll,I1n3ry41lll9fiieMrJvOl1lot^B(»^ r^ 

Nor staNKhUbt.tiiott, idsitiog tbi& lovely scane; 
Because afm' thy Ixrow tban bear'slaft yet . . 

Yottth^|ignitui c|iapl0tiQ{ miblij^d gx3eeii« 
SarpassingifftctMfoet'ft.hnir;! wee&;.: / 

Fw.tfe firestidinv'd ^rtoish uotetipteKlispeiisa 
Its Utm9^b1r^iiici»H^4ls duumirjstrei^e*/ 

RiBe^i^iitlid.£Mi»tii£«aKiykiui^]ice, .^ i 
Tliatlmiikesinhaiqiy^li^iiidt^k8.h]dtoi.re^ . 

Thou art «iMtly:aitiiA «p,'^l»& ail. 

Within^ Meh otttusanl beauty am eBliaaee ; . : 
When blis^ has toOrOmcb jik>v(^y to pall» . 
t As it 4m^ lifa^rffranlia life's adviace, 
Even r^difyjimy sc^wrtoance^ 

It oiUUi doe^ v^le yet 4elight is new ; . 

Aji^^tiiRC^ and pkce, and trivial, citcamstance, 

Thttl 'feed: the eager faacy»<ehairBi the view. 

At such an age as thine, may last existence thron^i. 

Therefore do I believe, that in thy heart 

These ruinB virill their own remembrance keep; 
And, sketched with them on m^mory'^ faithful chart. 

Will be, the wild walk to the mighty deep. 
The lone and shady spot for washing sheep. 

Where the tall, trembling aspens ceaseless play, 
And we stood still to heai* the light winds sweep 

Their rustling leaves, while, in the unseen bay. 
We heard the billows' dash: these shall not pass away ! 

U2 
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Nqr ^UL Ite fMa8wih«t,hnl?A us at the ct«^ 

pf our wild nitoble* iias.svrvmta^Mbbh; 
When we excbABg^i <h»iriiH]uci «iid.]«fi>at^ 

Of the limecot|aoi0iitf lor ihe >c^B>hQHcjh^ . . ^ 
And saw before IIS, •ur«nejft«iiiMre«t)». -> . 

Hie bQraiiflgilmalcHrs iUig tiieU»ittmoBrhi|^; 
And felt how poor waa all the^Mvwer of uE^eeh 

'1*0 pai&t tlw gjMadeuv^aild nuie^meloAjr 
That sp4ke, » natere^sio^r tat Mart, and ean and eye. 

Farewell! I mav notlengdiftttetttaltfaiiv • 

Already toepva^rtttad^ tiwn, 6freweMI 
Nor &hall I thipk tliiit I JHurefWvitoii ^laiii^ 

If they, who levie wwh^soeibi, wImm lwieiDs*^eli 
With those pure feeliagathaideli|^t<o dwcdl 

In yet untroubled faearti; if avdl AM o^d 
That I have spoken what tbeir tBoguea UHMiM^letl; 

Returmng fron auch hawnts : tiiat praise alMe 
.Shall recompense me weU, and for the tai»k4it«iie«. 

9th Mo. 20th, W9. 
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Thou art a thing Q&lHle up of fAl 

Deli^tful glorious ^te^i^iai, 
Which thought, in fftne^ffp. «^«et«s4 HapM, 

By her creative power invents. 

For could she by her spell command 
That there should stand before me now 

A denizen of fairy-land. 

It were not lovelier than thou ! 

Yet not for this alone, have I 

With tender fondness gazM on thee; . 
There is another, stronger tie 

Which makes thee seem so dear to me. 

It is a tie I would not name. 
Because by few 'twere understood ; 

' Yet holier, purer far, its claim. 

Than consanguinity of blood. * 
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And thus to feel, and this to know, 
« That I would seek thee, more than Ann, 
Wakes in my heart a wanner glow 
Than all it ever wish'd has d^e! 

To form fallacious schemes of joj; 

To wish and iMpe^ we kaow not what; , 
To see reality destroy 

Such phantoms, is a ocpunon lot 

But, while beholding others Meat, 
To feel no yain reg^ts intriKde, 

Convinced that Heaye& has order'd test) 
Is cause <tf M^ergratltiide! . 



. ' ':f»)ii/ 



f..ri'l 
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THE QTTAKER POET. 

TSBU8 OV 8XBIHS 1|tSS» •• BWWIimUi. 



•• The Quaker Poet l*^— is suck name 

A simple desigaatmi ; 
Or one expressirctrf my fckaiiie. 

And thy vituperatkm?—- ' 

If but tbc formeiw-l, far one. 

Have no objection to it I . 
A name, as sttch» can startle none 

Who rationally new it 

But if «ich fitld mm\A convey 

Contempt, or reprobation. 
Allow me, bi^iefly as I may, . 

To state my vindication. 

It is not splendottr of costume 

That prompts hanrmoMoua numbers ^— 
The nightingale, of sober plume. 

Sings, while the peacock stamfcw. 
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The shallow brooks, in spring so gaj. 

In summer soonest foil us ; 
Their sparkling pride has pass'd away. 

Their sounds no more resale ^s* 

While the more de^ but quiet streams^ 

By ald«n ofershadMi 
Flow <«, in spite of scorching beams, 

Thdr beauties mmrraded. 

And on their; peaceful verge wei see* : ' ' 
Green grass, fresh fiofmrs^aiul roiiad them 

HoTer thebutte«fiyMd'be^r-y^ !•[: 
Rejoicing to have-fiyiiDd itiiiW|iM t. / ,} I .. 

Is it the gayest of ihe giyj — . -• -a ^' ! T 
The votaries of fashion, : i* • <» ■ 

Who feel most scaisiblj thei'Bway ''- > 

Of pure and genuiwa purion?.:' ' f^ 

No !— hearts there be. Hi worM :deihna cUd; ' 
As warm, as true, as tender: " * * 

As those which gayer robfes^Bjbidj 
However proud then* SfieaAMnt* - 



Of mine I speak not ^-*^jE^ ; 

Who form'd, can. irmly knoiipiti 
Nor of my verse;.! fnuohlyro^ 

Myself no M)9^p«et 
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But I contend the Quaker creed, - ' 

By fair interpretation, 
Itas nothing ift it to impede 

Poetic aspination: 

All that fair natore'a ehanns display 

Of grandeur, or of beauty; 
AH that {he>limiia9 heart can sway, 

J^y» grief, desire, or d«ty >— 

All these am ^iir8**4he copious source 

Of true poetic . feeling f-— 
And wouldst thou check th^ blameless course. 

Our lips in silence sealing ? 

Nature, to all her ample pa|^ 

Impartially unfoidiog^ 
Prohibits neither saint, nor uigBf 

Its beauties from hriuoldisg. 

And ihu9 the nnise h^-giftS'best^wa 

With no sectarian- spirit. 
Her laurel wreaOis ioresit the brows' 

Which such distidctienS' merit ^ 

Through every age, in every i^ime^ 
Her favour'd sons have flonrisb'd; '^ 

Have felt her energy sablime. 
Her pure delights havle nourished* 
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From Lapland'^ snowt, from Persi|i'» bowers. 
Their songd are stilLaacimdu^. r 

Then, Quaker Poets, try joor pomesfB 1 
Why should you fear ofiendinf^ ^ 



Still true to natiiroke yOiic'i 

Abhorring aflfeotatioii; 
You, with peculiar gsaee nlagr, dbila; 

Each simpler dof^«r»li<Ht» 

And, with 8ii9h, yo«i nvij bloxnifloio^s* 
Spite of imputed^n^fkliead, . 

The godlike sireo^i of getotlenasSt 
The majesty of meiekn^as! 

The blameless prkb of tNodaty^ • | ^ < > 
Chastening each soft ismdtion ; < 

And, from fansMickm fir^> 
The fervour of detdtMlftl 

Be such yo«r yH(Hir«» ;--HUid » the range 
Of themes which they assign ymi. 

Win wreaths yoa need not widi to change 
For aught that £uiie could twine yo«; 

For never can a pott's lays / 

Obtain more genuine honour^ 
Than whilst his Qimr premoi^ die praise 

Of Him, who is its Doner \ 
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DRAB BOimETS. 



Tenes oeeasioned hy reading in a Morning P«per» that at a ICeeti- 
ing convened in London* for some charitable purpose, *^ among 
other LAdies we observed a considerable number, whose Drab 
Bonnets bespoke them Members of the Society of Friends.** 



Thet may cant of costumes, and of bHlliant head- 
dresses, 

A la Grecque— a la Fran5oi8e— or what else they 
will; 
They may taHc of tiaras, that glitter on tresses 

Enwreath'd by the Graces, and braided with skill : 
Yet to my partial glance, I confess the drab bonnet 

Is the loveliest of any,-— and most when it bears 
Not only the bright gloss of neatness upon it— 

But, beneath, — ^the expression Benevolence wears ! 
Then let fashion exult in her vapid vagaries. 

From her fascinations my favourite is free : 
Be folly's the h^ad-gear that moipiently varies, 

But a Bonnet of drab is the sweetest to me* 

X 
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Though stately the ostrich-plame, gracefally throwing 

Its feathery flashes of light on the eye ; 
Though tasty and trim the straw -bonnet, when glowing 

With its ribbons so glossy of various dye !— • 
Yet still I must own, although none may seem duller 

Than a simple drab bonnet to many a gaze- 
It is, and it will he, the favourite eoloiir. 

Around which my fancy deli^tedly plays :*- 
And it well suit» my muse with agirland i» wrealbe it, 

And echo its praises with gratefullest glee/*^ 
tor, knowing the goodness that oft lurks beneatii it, * 

The Bonnet of drab beats a turban with me* 



Full many a rare gem,— the poet has chaunted, — 

In the depths of the ocean flings round it its dieen;— 
And many a flowret, its beauties un vaunted. 

Springs to life, sheds its perfume, and withers unseen : 
And well do I know that our sisterhood numbers^ 

Array'd in the liv'ry that coxcombs rejH-ove,— 
Forms as fair as e'er rose on a poet's sweet slumbers^ 

And faces as lovely as ever taught4ove. 
This I know, and have felt^«-*aiid, thus knowing and 
feeling, 

A recreaAt minstrel I surely should be. 
If, my heart-felt attachment ignobly concealing. 

The Bonnet of drab past unhonour'd by me ! 
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I hxve iNisk'd in the blaze of botb beauty and fashion,—^ 

Have seen these united with gifts rich and rare» 
And crown'd with a heart that could cherish compaa- 
sion,—- 

And by sympathy soften what Sorrow must bear. 
Tet acknowledging this^— which I can do sincerely^— 

Far the highest enjoyment this bosom e*er knew. 
The glance which it treasures most fondly» most dearly, 

Beam'd jfrom under a Bonnet of drab-colour'd hue. 
'Twas my pleasure,— my pride!— it is past, and has 
periih'd. 

Like the track of a ship o'er the dark-heaving sea ; 
But its loyeliness lives, its remembrance is cherish'd. 

And the Bonnet of drab is still beauteous to me ! 
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STANZAS, 



OCCABIOVkO BT TB£ OBATH Of ▲ HXLATXV^ AEB0A9. 



Thou sleep'st far from the land of thy birtti^ 
But thy name, and thy memory are dear; 

And, though foreign thy grave, its freSh earth,, 
Closing o'er thee, was wet with a tear. 

The warm tear of affection !•— as true. 
As sincere, and as kind,<-4is if drawn 

From fond eyes, which here wept for thee too. 
And had watch'd thee from infancy's mornw 

But, though bitter the tidings appear'd. 
Which told us that thou wert no more ; 

And though painful it was, ere we fear'd. 
To find that suspense was all o'er:— 

And though mournful it was, as we read 
The last record thy love had addrest. 

To reflect that it came from — the dead ! 
Now, for thee, every care is at restv 
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Thou art nonber'd wiik thote wfad (Oifl k^dir 
Neither sickn^ssy net «#rro^y boi* p&in ; 

From lAMe Mght eytsi^ tto (MtM 4iter flof^, 
iknd whoim diifttli eamMi coB<iiMnp ftgain. 

For th^ir G«d dWettft aiim« tiiei^ ;^-'«M they 
See his faoe> aad rejoice in its light-; 

And hii^pveaene^ is pledge of their day* 
Far hit i^ory Im bamah'd the mijixL 

Sfinc^ «ttch {he fruitloii--4hat Faith 

(Suggests fo thj spirit as giveir; 
Can we moiini» although sudden thj death. 

And distant thy transit to heayen ? 

ITo! it surely were selfish indeed. 
To regret that thy troubles are o'er } 

Reason's law, Christianity's creed. 
Commands us to sorrow.no more* 

But to think of thee, now, as of one 
RemoY 'd far from sorrow's control ; 

Whose brief race of existence is run. 
And hath ended at Glory's last goal. 

Perhaps He, whose omniscience transcends 
All wisdom to mortals made known. 

But conducted thee far from thy friends^ 
To make thee more truly his own* 
x2 
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For it it not lAUe here we jMgoitni» 
EBcitcled bj all we love beat^ ' 

That oar hearts are most likdy to lesnt 
Thi$ is not the place of our rest 1 [ ci/ » 

That place of true rest tfioa hast foand^ 

At least so we humbij wkj trast. 
Nor boots it» though foreign the groimd 

Whese thy reliques may moulder to dust 

For thy spirit, redeemed through H.s love. 
Which alone can. redeem,— sought its sphere; 

ifoys immortal surround it above &— 
Peace be with its memory here ! 
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TO THE WINDS. 



Ye viewless Minstrels <»f the skj I 
I n^anrel n<»t» in times gone by 

That ye were deified: 
For» even in this later day. 
To me oft has your power, or play^ 

Unearthly thoughts supplied. ' 

Awfiil your power ! when by your might 
You heave the wild waves, crested white;. 

Like monntains in your wrath ; ^ 

Ploughing between them valleys deep. 
Which, to the seaman rous'd from sleep. 

Yawn like Death's opening path ! 

Graceful your play! when, round the bower 
Where Beauty culls Spring's loveliest flower. 

To wreathe her dark lodes there. 
Your gentlest whispers lightly breathe 
The leaves between, flit round that wreatbi,. 

And stir her silken hair. 
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StUl, thoughts like these ure bat of earth. 
And yon can give far lofdier birth >^ 

Ye comel-HRre no not whence! 
Te go !— can mortals trace your flight? 
All imperc^tiUe to sigjit; _ r- / 

Though audible to sense. 

The Sun,— his rise, and set we know ; 
The Sea,— -we nuu>k its ebb, and flow; 

The Moo]i,*^er wtt, and wane; 
The Stars,— Man knows their eouta^s w«il^ 
The Comet's yagrant ptAs caIltlM^a> 

But you his search A^dmsU 

Te restless, hoiseleB^ ilMi{>ele80 things^ 
Who mock all our imaginings. 

Like spirits Of a di«am; ' 
What epthet can words tfupply 
¥nto the bard wfaa. takes fiich high 

Unmani^gMbAe theme ^ 

Put one >-Jto me, when Fatey ati»: 

My thoughts, ye seem Heaven's MESssiroEits, 

Who tea.Ve too {wth^untrdd ; 
Aud when, as now, at midiii^'s hour, 
I hear your, voice in all its ^ower» 

It seem^ the Y oioe of God. 
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CONCLUDING VERSES, 

4 WKTITBH AtTEB BSTUmiTXVG FROX 

AN AUTUMNAL MORNING WALK. 



It is the very caniival of nature. 

The loveliest season that the year can show I 
When earth, obedient to her great Creator, - 

Her richest boons deiighteth to bestow. 
The gently-sighing breezes, as they blow. 

Have more than vernal softness ; and the s«a' 
Sheds on the landscape round a mellower glow 

Than in his summer splendour he has done. 
As if he near'd his goal, and knew the race was w^t 

It is the season when the green ddight 

Of leafy luxury begins to fade ! 
When leaves are changing daily to the sight. 

Yet seem but lovelier from each deepening shade^ 
Or tint, by autumn^s touch upon them laid ; 

It is the season when each streamlet's sound, 
Flowing through lonely vale» or woody glade. 

Assumes a tone more pensiTe, more profound ; 
And yet that hoarser .vo|€e spreads pebdy afound* 
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And I hare vander'd far, since the bri^t east 

Was glorious with the dawning light of day ; 
Seeing, as that effiilgen^e BMxre increaa^d. 

The mists of morning slowly melt away : 
And, as I passM along^ from every spcay 

With dew-drops glistening^ evermore have Jieard 
Borne featherVl songster chaont his roundelay ; 

Or bleat of sheep, or lowing of the herd; 
Or rustling of £Etirn leaf, when morning's breezes stirrM. 

Thus^having roamM, and reach'd my home at laat» 

Can I do better, while my bos^mi glows. 
With a\l the loreliness through which I've piM'd» 

Even tiU es^oyment wishes fw repose*. 
And meditation still with memory grows: 

Qan I do better than once more to ^im 
My evening fire,, and these my labours dose. 

Before my feelings chill, or aenae wax dim» 
With f olemn strain of prayer* fit for a piitii^ bynm I 

/<0 6od! it is aaikwfulty% indeed 

For one who estimates ourjmtitre well. 
Be what it may his outward sect, or creed* 
. ! To name tiiee^ thou Incomprefaenaiblei 
Hadst Uma notchosen-of thyself to tell* 

As ]& thy geepel. thou hast done; nor less* 
By cpndeaceddkigiii owr heartato dwell; 
- Could man have' ever iound to thee aeceas* 
Or wiHnUpp'4 tibeft ttxight* ia spihtwk bdiaeaa } 
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^ No ! for the utmost thai we cooM lutte doBe» 

Were to have rais'd, as Paul Sit Athe&s saw. 
Altars unto tike dread and unknown One, 

Bending before, we knew not wfaat, with awe ; 
And even now instmoted by a law 

Holier tiian that of Moses« what know we 
Of thee« the Hiohbst ? Yet thorn bidd'st ns dr«r 

Near thee in spirit : O then pardtm me .. 
If« in lUs ckatng litrain* I crare 4 boon tf thee, 

'* It idkall be ^a : permit me not iD place 

M J soul's aSectiORa on the things of earth ; 
But, conscions et the treasures of thy grace. 

To let them, in my inmost heart, give birth 
To gratitude proportion'd to their worth : 

Teach me to feel that all which thou hast made 
Upon this B^i^ty globe's gigantic girth, 

Thou^ meant with fiKal love to be surveyed. 
Is notUng to tityself ^— -the shadow of a shade. 

** If thou hast given me, more than unto some, 

A feeling sense of nature's beauties fair, 
Which sometimes renders admiration dumb. 

From consciousness that words cannot declare 
The beauty thou hast scatter'd every where ; 

O grant that this may lead me still, through all 
Thy works to thee ! nor prove a treacherous snare 

Adapted those affections to enthral, 
^Vhich should be thine alone, and waken at thy calU 
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<* I would not merely dream my life away 

In fancied rapture, or imagined joy ; 
Nor that a perfiim'd flower, a dew-gemm'd spray^ 

A murmuring brook, or any prouder toy. 
Should, for Us own sake, thought or aong employ ; 

So far alone as nature's charms can lead 
To thee who fram'd them all, and canst destroy. 

Or innocent enjoyment serve to feed ; 
Grant me to gaze and lore, and thus thy works to read. 

" But while from one extreme thy power may keep 

My erring frailty, O preserve me still 
From dulness, nor let cold indifference steep 

My senses in oblivion : if the thrill 
Of early bliss must sober, as it will. 

And should, when earthly things to heavenly yield, 
I would have feelings left time cannot chill ; 

That, while I yet can walk through grove or field, 
I may be conscious there of charms by thee revcal'd. 

" And when I shall, as, soon or late, I must. 

Become infirm : in age, if I grow old ; 
Or, sooner, if my strength should fail its trust ; 

When I relinquish haunts where I have stridl'd 
At morn or eve, and can no more behold 

Thy glorious works : forbid me to rapine ; 
Let memory still their loveliness unfold 

Before my mental eye, and let them shine 
With borrow'd light from thee, for they are Thine !V 

THE END. 
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